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This research discussed about Phatic Function in The John Green Novel 
“Fault in Our Stars” novel which aimed to describe the type of phatic function and 
roles of phatic function in literary works like novel. This research focused on Laver’s 
theory about phatic function and it also tried to see the roles of phatic function 
through the novel. Then, the data were analyzed using descriptive qualitative method. 
The researcher used note taking as the instrument to find out valid data. The findings 
showed that types of phatic function in the novel “Fault in Our Stars” were neutral, 
self-oriented, and the other-oriented and the roles of phatic function were opening 
phase, medial phase and closing phase. The researcher concluded that the John Green 
“Fault in Our Stars” novel mostly use three types of phatic function and the roles of 
phatic function in this novel committed in three phases of interaction. 
 
Keywords: Phatic Function, Roles of Phatic Function, Fault in Our Stars. 
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CHAPTER I 
INTRODUCTION 
A. Background  
Living and doing activity every day are always done together in society.  
People need language to communicate with others. Algeo (2013:2), language is a 
system conventional vocal signs by means of which human beings communicate. 
This definition has several important terms each of which is examined in some detail 
in the following sections. Those terms are system, signs, vocal, conventional, human, 
and communicate. Language is used by their respective functions. 
In language, there are some functions of language. Cook (1989:24) states that 
language function is the form of the sentence or utterance that can be influenced by 
the social condition and the incidents happen, while the sentences written or the 
utterances said. Based on Leech in Ba‟dulu (2004:4) states that knowing the function 
of language includes its purpose, its use, and what it does that everybody can convoy 
or deliver information, expression of thought, feelings, or ideas. 
The researcher may conclude that language function is the element of 
communication used by people‟s utterance to convey what they mean. Therefore, 
people are easy to understand what other say. Jacobson in Kushartanti (2007:53) 
remarks that there are seven language functions; referential function, emotive 
function, directive function, metalingual function, poetic function, contextual 
function, and phatic function. 
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 Phatic function is one of the language functions very important. Pfister (1991: 
113) states that, phatic function is associated with the channel between speaker and 
listener and designed to create and maintained the contact between them as greater 
relevance to the external communication system. Everybody does not mean the 
purely physical link which enables the dramatist to convey information from sender 
to the receiver. Some people also refer to the psychological willingness of both 
parties to communicate each other. Lyons (1981:52) points out phatic function as the 
nation of fellowship and participation in common social rituals. 
In this research, the researcher tries to analyze about phatic function that 
focuses on the kinds and the roles in the novel “Fault in Our Stars” by John 
Green.”Fault In Our Stars” is a fabulous book about a young teenage girl who has 
been diagnosed with lung cancer and attends a cancer support group. Hazel is 16 old 
and reluctant to go to the support group, but she soon realises that it was a good idea. 
There are some languages or conversations from characters which can add our 
knowledge: greetings. People usually say Hello, Hi, Good Morning, and etcetera in 
greeting to open the conversation.  
Based on the explanation above, the researcher is interested in choosing one 
of language function, it is phatic function. Phatic function is important to be 
considered when people communicate with others, so people must study about phatic 
function in order to make their relationship becomes better. In addition, phatic 
function is a strategy that is used by someone in communication with others so that it 
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is still in harmony. Therefore, the researcher inspires to carry out this research under 
the topic “Analysis of Phatic Function in The John Green Novel „Fault in Our Stars‟”. 
B. Research Questions 
The researcher tries to formulate research the questions as follows: 
1. What are the types of phatic function in the novel “Fault in Our Stars” by John 
Green? 
2. What are the roles of phatic function in the novel “Fault in Our Stars” by John 
Green? 
C. Objectives of Research 
The questions above lead to achieve the objectives of this research in this 
study as follows: 
1. To find out the types of phatic function in the novel “Fault in Our Stars” by 
John Green. 
2. To find out the role of phatic functionin the novel “fault in our stars” by John 
Green. 
D. Research Significances 
 The researcher hopes that this research provided more information that 
useful and give knowledge to the researcher himself, the students, societies, entertain 
the audience, and reference for those who want to find out more about linguistics 
especially related to the types and the roles of phatic function. 
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E. Research Scopes 
 Based on the identification of research questions above, the researcher 
focused on the types of phatic function and the roles of phatic function in John 
Green‟s novel "Fault in Our Stars" using Laver's theory. Phatic function which 
consists of three types; the neutral, the self-oriented, and other-oriented, also the three 
roles of phase are: opening phase, medial phase, and closing phase. 
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CHAPTER II 
REVIEW OF RELATED LITERATURE 
A. Previous Findings 
  The researcher finds there are some previous findings which relate and 
relevant with this research, as follows: 
Syatrawati (2001) in her thesis under the title, Phatic Function in Harold 
Pinter‟s Selected Plays „Betrayal‟and „Homecoming‟. The aim of her research isto 
identify the varieties of phatic tokens(function) in the utterances of the characters of 
the plays, to explain the roles of each phatic token in the plays, and to describe the 
effectiveness of the frequent phatic tokens in conveying the messages of the plays. 
The method that is used in the study is a descriptive analysis. The result of her study 
shows that: the variety of phatic token in the utterances of the characters of the play 
are either neutral token, self-oriented tokens or other-oriented token, the role of phatic 
tokens in the two plays varied. Some are used channel to open or close a conversation 
or interaction; others are used to attract attention of the interlocutor to the topic of the 
conversation or to signal the formality of the social interaction, Both of neutral and 
other- oriented tokens - they rank first and second in frequency - are very effective in 
conveying the massages of the two plays. And then she uses note taking technique to 
get her data. 
Agusti (2011) in her thesis under the title, Phatic Function in Big Fish Movie 
by John August. The aim of the research is to identify the utterances which have the 
phatic function, describe the type of phatic function (token) in each phatic utterance 
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and explain the role of phatic function in the movie. The research applies a library 
research to collect information which related to the topic. In collecting the data, the 
researcher uses scrutinized and purposive sampling method while with discourse 
analysis approach. On the results, she finds three types of phatic function, namely  the 
neutral, the self-oriented and the other- oriented and she finds that phatic function 
occurred in three phase. It is opening phase, middle phase and closing phase. 
 The similarity between this research with the previous findings talked about 
the use of phatic function term. The contrary of this research among the previous 
findings is about analyzing the plays and movie. The researcher actually focuses on 
analyzing the types of phatic function and the roles of phatic function in the 
novel“Fault in Our Stars” by John Green. 
B. Pertinent Ideas 
1. Discourse Analysis 
Before explaining discourse analysis, the researcher describe initially about 
the discourse. Discourse appeared in 1960s and early 1970s, included linguistics, 
semiotic, psychology, anthropology and sociology. When linguists have concerned 
about the analysis of single sentences, Zellig Harris wrote a paper about discourse 
analysis. He was interested in linguistics element in extended texts, links between 
text, and it social situation. The observation of discourse analysis in natural setting 
was dominated by American discourse analysts. They worked within ethno 
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methodological which was laid on close observation of groups of people 
communicating in natural setting for example in greeting rituals (Carthy, 1991: 5-6). 
Generally, the definition of discourse analysis is a study of the relationship 
between language and the context in which it is used (Carthy,1991:5). It means that 
language users have to recognize what language mode they use to their interlocutor. 
Another definition of discourse analysis can be seen in Christal (1989:116) Crystal 
stated that discourse analysis was oriented to what speaker intends to produce a 
sentence or an utterance in natural or normal situation in conversation, speech, 
etcetera.  
Discourse analysis can be explained in two different ways, which are in 
structure and function (Schifrin, 2007:503). Even though the structure within 
discourse has variation, but all of purpose in structure is determining the functions of 
discourse. In greeting for instance, if somebody says, „Hello, how are you?‟ and then 
replied by somebody else, „I‟m Fine, thank you. And you?‟ we will see the structure 
of conversation that is known as adjacency pair. It is showed the aim of the 
conversation that is indicated has function to greet or in language function it is called 
phatic function (Cook, 1990:53). 
From those definitions above, the researcher can conclude that discourse 
analysis is a study about language and it relationship with context. It also focuses on 
the speaker‟s intention to make an utterance in a conversation. Language is the 
important to know especially in the function when everybody uses the language that 
they know. 
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2. Languange Function 
Language is a part of speakers‟ life. It is the epitome of the speech sound 
system which used to communicate to the public. Laver modifies and broadens 
Malinowski's concept, emphasizing and proving again that "language is used to 
convey more than the prepositional content of what is said" (Levinson in Senft 2009: 
231). 
Good language develops based on a system, the set of rules followed by the 
speakers. Fundamentally, the using of language is not only as the medium of 
communication, to convey or deliver information, expression of thought, feeling, or 
ideas but the other side, language actually has many functions that wider. By 
knowing the function of language includes its purpose, its use, and what it does. 
According to some linguists that divide function of language into some kinds 
like Leech in Ba‟dulu (2004: 4-5) divides function of language into five functions. 
They are informational functional (this function uses language as a tool to carry 
information), expressive function (this function uses language to express the 
speaker‟s feeling or attitude), directive function (uses language to influence the 
behavior or attitude of the hearer), aesthetic function (the use of language to create an 
aesthetic effect. It can be found in the poetry) and phatic function (it is used to 
maintaining social relationship). 
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Jacobson in Kushartanti (2007:53) remarks that relationship between elements 
of communication and functions of language can be seen in table below; 
Target factor and  
function number 
TARGET 
FACTOR 
SOURCE 
FACTOR 
FUNCTION 
1 Message Message Referential 
2 Addresser Message Emotive 
3 Addressee Message Directive 
4 Contact Message Phatic 
5 Code Message Metalingual 
6 Message Message Poetic 
7 Context Message Contextual 
  Table : Fanction of Languange 
Briefly, these seven functions can be described as follows: 
(1) The referential function is oriented toward the context (the dominant function in a 
message like 'the shine of sun is hot' and „the earth around the sun). 
(2) The emotive function is oriented toward the addresser (as in the interjections 
'alamak!' and 'Oh my God!'). 
(3) The directive function is oriented toward the addressee (imperatives and 
apostrophes). 
(4) The phatic function is aimed to start and stop conversation or communication and 
maintain communication by catching the interest of the listener as in 'Hello?' and 
„are you with me?‟ 
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 (5) The metalingual function is used to establish mutual agreement on the code (for 
example, a definition). 
(6) The poetic function (e.g., the bright side of human‟s life), is focused on the poetic     
form of the message. 
(7) Contextual function is oriented to the situation where the utterance is made for 
example if the president enter the meeting room, everybody stand up to welcome 
him.  
From the explanation above, the researcher can conclude that language 
function is the element of communication that is used by people‟s utterance to convey 
what they mean. Therefore, people are easy to understand what other say.   
3. Phatic Function 
According to Jacobson and Hymes in Cook (1989:26), phatic function is 
opening the channel of communication and checking that it is working better for 
social reasons, establishment and maintenance of contact, also maintaining cohesion 
within social group. 
In addition, Dabala (2012:137) states about phatic is an utterance may point us in the 
right direction: it is a social task, aimed at establishing contact, communication 
between the speaker and addressee. It is the dominant function in such utterances 
“Hello,” or can you hear me?” on the telephone, or in greet formulas such as “how 
are you?” “What‟s new?”. Based on Laver (1975:219-236) phatic function serves to 
establish and consolidate the interpersonal relationship between two participants, 
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phatic function is a complex part of communicative behaviour whose function is to 
facilitate the management of interpersonal relationships. The information exchanged 
between the participants in this communicative process is not primarily referential 
information, but rather is indexical information about aspects of the participants' 
social identity relevant to structuring the interactional consensus of the present and 
future encounters. In additional, he mentions that the instrument of phatic function 
can be marked through the eye contact, gestures, body movement, etc. Nevertheless, 
phatic function does not only lie on those marks. 
Afterward, Lyons (1981:52) points out phatic function as the nation of 
fellowship and participation in common social rituals: hence communion rather than 
communication”. However, theory of Dabala (2012:137) is different from Laver‟s 
Theory, phatic function according to Laver on (1975: 232) cannot be only produced 
in verbal behaviors, non-vocal behaviors also point this function such as body 
movement, and face expression. Besides that Kilpatrick (2005:221) also mentions 
about that phatic function is not something specific to human language, but it is 
specific to communication. 
The researcher can conclude that phatic function is unveiling the conversation 
also a strategy that is used by someone in communication with others so that it is still 
in the better conversation. Phatic function has function to open the channels of 
communication, to say that normal communication rules operate here, and that 
someone wants to communicate. This is just a way to be friendly and to create 
harmony or maintain social relationship. 
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4. Types of Phatic Function  
There are three types of phatic function, based on Laver‟s theory (1975:225-
228) they are: 
a.  The Neutral 
The first type is the neutral. This type refers to the circumstance around the 
participants (speakers and listeners). When the conversation between speaker and 
listener were about the situation appears around speaker and listener. For example, 
when they meet in subway in winter season and say, „It is cold today than yesterday.‟ 
This statement does not refer to the circumstance of neither speakers nor listeners. 
Another example of this type is; 
Zuzana : “Oh? What does he collect?” 
Karou :“Just stuff. Who cares?” 
It refers to conversation between speaker and listener which was about the 
situation that appears around speaker and listener. For example: condition in hospital, 
condition in the village and flood. She said if it was stuff. There is no valuable to use. 
Therefore, she said there is no one cares. Stuff is appears around the speaker. 
b. The Self-Oriented    
The second type is the self-oriented. This type treats the personal of speaker 
as the part of emerging contact to the other. When the conversation between speaker 
and listener were about self of speaker to give information to listener such as 
introduces their own self, talks about their job, their activity, and their goals. For 
example, „I‟m Jessica anyway‟ (to new classmate). The Personal term could be the 
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circumstance or condition, identity, wish and aim of the participants (speaker and 
listener).  Another example of this type is: 
Karou   :“I don’t have a taser.” 
Zuzana :“Well, get one. Seriously. Bad behavior shout be punished. Plus, it 
would be fun. Don‟t you think? I‟ve always wanted to tase 
someone.” 
Karou explains herself to Zuzana that she does not have a taser. It means that 
the speaker explains about herself to listener. It refers to conversation between 
speaker and listener was about self of speaker to give information to listener such as 
introduces their own self. 
c. The Other-Oriented. 
The last type of phatic function is the other-oriented. This type is the reverse of 
the self-oriented. In other words, the situation of the speaker‟s interlocutor or the 
listener becomes an attractive way to do the talk. For example, „how are you?‟ The 
other oriented also can involve another people who do not engage in conversation but 
the participants know them. It is asked by speaker to the listener for example, „how is 
your mother?‟ The treatment of the self-oriented  seems to be assumed as the one 
way to attract or to invite the listener to respond the speaker‟s comment while the 
other oriented seems to be the an alternative way to force the listener to comment the 
speaker‟s utterance. 
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5. Roles of phatic function 
Laver (1975:219-220) mentions that the instrument of phatic function can be 
marked through the eye contact, gestures, body movement, etc. Nevertheless, phatic 
function does not only lie on those marks. 
There are three roles of phatic function, based on Laver‟s theory(1975:219-220) 
they are: 
a. Opening phase 
Phatic function in opening phase is committed to captivate the attention of 
interlocutor especially in the silence situation. Besides that, it is worthwhile to ignore 
an awkward situation and to ease the interaction in the first encounter. In other words, 
this function can mitigate the weird feeling between participants (speaker and 
listener). Laver (1975:220) states that it would seem to have an important propitiatory 
function in defusing the potential hostility of silence where speech is conventionally 
anticipated. 
Start making chit-chat, for examples: It‟s a nice day, isn‟t it?; How are you 
doing?.Another case can be seen in social intercourse between participants who have 
been known each other could be an alternative way to build and maintain their 
interaction (Levinson, 1983:41). 
Gossiping, for instance: Did you hear about.......?;Wanna tell me? I only 
heard this. I don‟t know if it‟s true. In other words, phatic function could be said as 
the function to create the cooperation and social relationship in order to achieve the 
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convenient life and Lubis (1993:4) stated that phatic function can be found in 
expression of Sympathy and apprehension. 
b.  Medial phase 
In the medial phase, phatic function is applied to enter the main business or to 
maintain the conversation.  As mentioned above, the continuation of conversation 
like check whether the channel still works become a part of this phase (Cook, 
1990:26). The sign that usually used in middle phase are „well, then, yeah‟ words 
(Laver, 1975:228). All of the words are used in showing the shifting topic. It 
indicates also as a filler word to smoothen the conversation in interaction (Stubbs, 
1983:69). This is the conversation form of this phase; 
Kouro : Happy birthday, Zuzana. 
Zuzana : Thank you so much that you remember about the day. 
Kouro : Well….. I like your hair style. 
The word of „Well‟ shows about the shifting of the topic of giving utterance of  
birthday with the praise.  
c.  Closing phase 
The situation where participants (speaker and listener) intend to finish the 
conversation is the main case in the closing phase. The participant uses this function 
to ends the conversation without intention to reject or offend the other. In addition, 
this function enables the participants to keep their relationship until they meet again. 
For example, “I‟m sorry I have to leave now”. 
16 
 
 On the other hand Laver (1975:231) affirms that phatic function not only 
useful for the participants who are in conversation. It is also useful for preserve the 
relationship to the other by using the listener as an agent to convey his greeting to his 
acquaintances. It is used to end chit-chat, for examples: Excuse me. Sorry, I have 
something else to do. Or anything else is like to end making gossip, for instance: 
Goodbye. I have to get back to work. 
In other word the researcher can conclude that phatic function is one of 
languages function that study about how to keep relationship around the society 
through communication, where expression or body gesture must be suitable with 
context to maintain their interaction, so make a conversation become harmony but if 
we do not care or understand how to use phatic function in conversation around 
society. It is not interesting because the conversation is dominated by one person. 
6. Synopsis of the Novel “Fault in Our Stars” 
The Fault In Our Stars is a fabulous book about a young teenage girl who has 
been diagnosed with lung cancer and attends a cancer support group. Hazel is 16 and 
is reluctant to go to the support group, but she soon realises that it was a good idea. 
Hazel meets a young boy named Augustus Waters. He is charming and witty. 
Augustus has had osteosarcoma, a rare from of bone cancer, but has recently had the 
all clear. 
Hazel and Augustus embark on a roller coaster ride of emotions, including 
love, sadness and romance, while searching for the author of their favourite book. 
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They travel to Amsterdam in search of Peter Van Houten the author of An Imperial 
Affliction. While on their trip Augustus breaks some heartbreaking news to Hazel 
and both of their worlds fall apart around them. 
In this novel shows many phatic functions in the conversations. For example 
in the first dialog of chapter one where Hazel and his mother do the conversation that 
begins of Hazel. 
Hazel  : “I refuse to attend Support Group.” 
Mother : “One of the symptoms of depression is disinterest in 
activities.” 
This conversation above is one of the part of phatic function in the novel. The 
sentence of “I refuse to attend Support Group” that is spoken by Hazel includes self-
oriented in the types of phatic function that the type treats the personal of speaker 
(Hazel) as the part of emerging contact to the other (His Mother). When the 
conversation between speaker (Hazel) and listener (His Mother) are about self of 
speaker (Speaker) to give information to listener (His Mother)his activity that he 
refuses to attend Support Group. 
This conversation is the opening phase of the role of phatic function where 
Hazel as a speaker where opens a conversation with an argument or statement against 
his mother in this communication. 
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CHAPTER III 
RESEARCH METHODOLOGY 
A. Research Method 
 The method of this researcher used descriptive qualitative method. 
Endraswara (2011:5), descriptive qualitative method was the method in researcher 
described in words form or picture if necessary, not the numerals. Ary et al. 
(2002:565) found that “Qualitative research is the study or analysis phenomena from 
the perspective of the human participant in natural setting without proving the 
predetermining hypotheses”. Clearly, descriptive qualitative method would be used in 
this research to find out the types and the roles of phatic function in the novel “Fault 
in Our Stars” by John Green. 
B. Data Source  
The data source in this research was from the novel “Fault in Our Stars” novel 
by John Green which published in January 2012 (Dutton Books). The novel consist of 
25 chapters and 121 Pages. Of 25 chapter, there are only 15 chapter the reseacher 
only focused on. They are namely chapter 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, 8, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 16, 19, 
20, and 24. Because those chapter is where the researcher found the phatic function.  
C. Data Collection Instrument  
 In collecting data, the researcher used note taking as the instrument. Ray 
(2005: 13) defines note taking was a method in assembling data required by using 
note cards to write down the data findings from source of data. In order to find the 
19 
 
data easily, the researcher made some notes to classify the important units or part of 
script that related to the problems and objectives of the research. This instrument was 
used to obtain the data of phatic function in the novel “Fault in Our Stars”. 
 
D. Procedure of Data Collections 
The procedure of data collection in this research that the researcher used in 
collection data, as follow: 
1. The researcher read the novel “Fault in Our Stars” by John Green; 
2. The researcher classified the types and the roles of phatic function in the novel 
“Fault in Our Stars” by John Green; 
3. The researcher made some notes and wrote down the data on the papers using 
some colours to make the different of the data between the types and the roles 
of phatic function. There were six colours of papers such us; red for neutral 
type, blue for self-oriented type, green for other-oriented type, purple for 
opening phase role, orange for middle phase role, and yellow for closing 
phase role. 
4. The researcher did data analysis. 
E. Techniques of Data Analysis 
In analyzing the data, the researcher used Laver’s theory about phatic 
function. According to Laver (1975:232) phatic function is cannot be only produced 
in verbal behaviors, non-vocal behaviors also point this function such as body 
movement and face expression.   
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The researcher read the novel and classified the data based on the types and 
roles of phatic function in “Fault in Our Stars” Novel by John Green. In order for all 
the data that researcher got in the novel, the researcher must bold and italic the words 
to essential information using a systematic verifiable process. The researcher began in 
read the novel and inserting notes into the script material where appropriate. 
The researcher cleaned up the scripts by stripping off nonessential words. 
Simultaneously assign each participant comment or quote a separate line on the page 
as well as each the data. There were four columns to shown the data such us; 
a. One column was for the number code of the data or finding; 
b. One column was for the data; 
c. One column was for the type of phatic function; 
d. One column was for the role of phatic function. 
The data used column to describe the type and role of phatic function related 
to Laver’s theory. To assess the items were following: 
Findings of The Research 
No. Data Type of Phatic 
Function 
Role of Phatic 
Function 
1.  The Neutral Opening Phase 
2.  The Self-Oriented Middle Phase 
3.  The Other-Oriented Closing Phase 
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Then the data from script of the novel were analyzed by using table and 
adjusted the type and role of phatic function in accordance with the Laver’s theory 
performed that had the researcher provided from the script of the novel had been read 
by the researcher. 
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CHAPTER IV 
RESEARCH FINDINGS AND DISCUSSIONS 
This chapter presents the analysis of the data that is divided into two parts: the 
research findings and the discussions of the findings. The researcher presents the 
findings in the table, which show the result of phatic function analysis used by the 
characters in John Green novel “Fault in Our Stars” 
A. Findings  
In this research the researcher presents the data analysis based on the types of 
Phatic Function in John Green Novel “Fault in Our Stars”. According to Laver 
(1975:225-228) phatic function has three types. They are the neutral, the self- 
oriented, and the other- oriented. To understand the data collection, the reseacher 
presented explanation that C is chapter, P is page and D is data 
No. Data Type of 
Phatic 
Function 
Role of 
Phatic 
Function 
1. Hazel  : “I refuse to attend Support Group.” 
Mother           : “One of the symptoms of depression is 
                         disinterest in activities.” 
(C-1/P-2/D-1) 
The self- 
oriented 
 
 
 
Opening 
Phase 
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2. 
 
Hazel : “please just let me watch American Top 
Model. It’s an activity”  
Mom : “Television is a passivity” 
(C-1/P-2/D-2) 
 
 
The self- 
oriented 
 
Middle 
phase 
3.  Hazel : “If you want me to be a teenanger, don’t 
send me to support group. Buy me a fake ID so i can 
go to clubs, drink vodka, and take pot.” 
Mom  : “you don‟t take pot, for starters.”  
(C-1/P-2/D-3) 
 
The self- 
oriented  
Middle 
Phase  
4. Augustus   : “what’s your name?” 
Hazel     : “Hazel.” 
(C-1/P-5/D-4) 
 
The 
other –
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
5. Augustus: “ you should see it.V for Vandetta, I 
mean.” 
Hazel : “Okay, I‟ll look it up.” 
(C-1/P-6/D-5) 
 
The 
other- 
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
6. Augustus: “I failed the driving test three times.” 
Hazel  : “you dont say.” 
(C-2/P-8/D-6) 
The self-  
oriented 
 
 
Opening 
Phase 
7. 
 
 
Hazel : “So, are you in school?” 
Augusts : “Yeah , I‟m at North Central.  
(C-2/P-8/D-7) 
The 
other-  
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
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8. Augusts : “So now you gotta back to school,” 
Hazel   : “I actually can’t,” because I already got my         
GED.” 
(C-2/P-9/D-8) 
 
The self-
oriented 
Closing 
Phase 
9 Gus‟s dad : “How‟s it going, Hazel?” 
Hazel       : “okay.” 
(C-2/P-10/D-9) 
The self-  
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
10. Gus‟s mom : “Hazel do you enjoy it?” 
Hazel        : “Most of the people are really nice.” 
(C-2/P-10/D-10) 
 
The 
other-  
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
11. Hazel    :  “Do you have siblings?” 
Augustus : “huh?”, seeming a little distracted.” 
(C-2/P-11D-11) 
The 
other-  
oriented 
 
Opening 
Phase 
12. Augustus : “May I see you again?” 
Hazel    : “Sure” 
(C-2/P-13/D-12) 
 
The 
other- 
oriented 
Closing 
Phase 
13. 
 
 
 
 
Augustus : “I had a few good kisses with my ex-
girlfriend, Caroline Mathers.” 
Hazel : “Years ago?” 
(C-5/P-26/D-13) 
The self-
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
14.  Augustus : “Not your fault, Hazel Grace. We’re all 
just side effects, right? 
The 
Other-
Middle 
Phase 
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Hazel : “Bernacles on the container ship of 
consciousness, quoting AIA.” 
(C-5/P-27/D-14) 
 
oriented 
15. Augustus : “I gotta go to sleep. It almost one.” 
Hazel : “Okay,” 
(C-5/P-27/D-15) 
 
The 
natural 
Closing 
Phase 
16. Isaac : “I just wish the whole thing hadn„t happened 
sometimes. The whole cancer thing.” 
Hazel : “I’m sorry”. 
(C-5/P-28/D-16) 
 
The Self-
oriented 
 
 
Closing 
Phase 
17. Hazel     : “How am I going to get to Amsterdam?” 
Augustus : “Do you have a Wish?” 
(C-5/P-29/D-17) 
 
The 
Other-
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
18. 
 
 
Augustus : “I can‟t believe I have a crush on a girl 
with such cliche wishes.” 
Hazel : “I was thirteen,” 
(C-5/P-30/D-18) 
 
The Self-
oriented 
 
 
Middle 
Phase 
19. 
 
 
 
Dad hazel : “So, you meet Hazel at support group.” 
Augustus : “Yes, sir. This is a lovely house you’ve got. 
I like your artwork.” 
(C-5/P-31/D-19) 
 
The 
Neutral 
 
 
Middle 
Phase 
20. Hazel : “What’s with all the orange?” The Opening 
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Augustus : “National color of the Netherlands, of 
course.” 
(C-5/P-32/D-20) 
 
Neutral 
 
Phase 
21.  Hazel : “I have a boy problem,” 
Kaitlyn : “DELICIOUS,” 
(C-6/P-35/D-21) 
 
 
The 
Other- 
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
22.  Hazel : “Just thinking, I guess,” 
Dad Haz‟ : “Twitterpated 
(C-6/P-36/D-22) 
 
The self-
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
23. Hazel : “I missed you,” 
Augustus : “I is that so?” 
(C-7/P-40/D-23) 
 
The self-
orientrd 
Middle 
Phase  
24. Augustus : “Do you have a pen and a peace of 
paper?” 
Hazel : “I did” 
(C-8/P-44/D-24) 
 
The 
Other-  
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
25. Hazel  : “I can’t go to Amsterdam. One of my doctors 
thinks it’s a bad idea.” 
Augustus : “God,” 
(C-8/P-44/D-25) 
 
The self- 
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
26. Augustus : “All efforts to save me from you will fail,” The Middle 
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Hazel : “Why? Why would you even like me?” 
(C-8/P-46/D-26) 
 
Other-
oriented 
Phase 
27. Mom Haz‟ : “trip‟s on,” 
Hazel : “MOM, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!” 
(C-8/P-47/D-27) 
 
The self-  
oriented 
Closing 
Phase 
28. Augustus : “I‟m gonna get a hamburger 
before   we leave. Can I get you 
anything?”  
Hazel : “No,” 
(C-10/P-53/D-28) 
 
The 
other- 
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
29. Hazel : “Yeah, I see it. It looks like 
we’re in an airplane.” 
Augustus : “NOTHING HAS EVER 
LOOKED LIKE THAT EVER IN ALL OF 
HUMAN HISTORY,” 
(C-10/P-55/D-29) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Closing 
Phase 
30. Hazel : “God, that is beautiful,” 
Augustus : “The risen sun too bright in her losing 
eyes,‟” 
(C-10/P-55/D-30) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Opening 
Phase 
31. Augustus : “Awesome. And can we get more of this?” 
Waiter : “Of course,” 
(C-11/P-61/D-31) 
The 
other-
oriented 
Opening 
Phase 
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32. Hazel : “People always get used to beauty,” 
Augustus : “I haven‟t gotten used to you just yet,” 
(C-11/P-61/D-32) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Middle 
Phase 
33. Augustus : “Correct. Don’t you have a death outfit?” 
Hazel : “Yeah,” 
(C-11/P-62/D-33) 
 
The 
other-
oriented 
Closing 
Phase 
34.  Augustus :“To be fair, I do have great leg.” 
Hazel : “I’m sorry,“I’m really sorry.” 
(C-11/P-65/D-34) 
 
The self-
oriented 
Middle 
Phase 
35. Hazel  : “Why is the sky blue?” 
Mom haz‟ : “Cuz,” 
(C-12/P-67/D-35) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Closing 
Phase 
36. Van Houten  : “We bought them dinner last night?” 
Lidewij : “Yes, at Oranjee” 
(C-12/P-70/D-36) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Middle 
phase 
37. Van Houten : “Okay, but presumably you 
know Afasi och Filthy’s seminal album 
Fläcken.” 
Hazel : “We do not,” 
(C-12/P-71/D-37) 
 
The 
Other-
orinted 
Middle 
Phase 
38. Augustus : “I could look at this all day, The Closing 
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but we should go to the hotel.” 
Hazel : “Do we have time?” 
(C-13/P-80/D-38) 
 
Neutral Phase 
39. Hazel : “Yeah,” having been the 
experimental pincushion myself.” 
Augustus : “I kind of conned you into 
believing you were falling in love with a 
healthy person,” 
(C-13/P-82/D-39) 
 
The Self-
oriented 
Middle 
phase 
40. Augustus :  “Hazel Grace, do you have four dollars?” 
Hazel : “Um,” 
(C-14/P-87/D-40) 
 
The 
Other-
oriented 
Opening 
phase  
41. Augustus :“I wish we had that swing set 
sometimes.”  
Hazel : “The one from my backyard?” 
(C-16/P-91/D-41) 
The 
Neutral 
Middle 
phase 
42. Brother in-law : “How’s that fresh air feel?” 
Gus shrugged 
(C-19/P-98/D-42) 
 
The 
Neutral 
Opening 
phase 
43. Dad : “We need you to, Kiddo.” 
Hazel : “Well, get the terminal disease, Dad, and 
then I’ll stay home more.” 
(C-20/P-99/D-43) 
 
 The self-
oriented 
Middle 
phase 
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44. Mom Haz‟ : “Just some antioxidant recipes. Ready for 
BiPAP and America‟s Next Top Model?” 
Hazel : “I’m just going to lie down for a 
minute.” 
(C-24/P-114/D-44) 
 
The Self-
oriented 
 
 
Middle 
phase 
 
B. Discussion 
In this part, the reseacher presents the data analysis that had been found in 
John Green’s Novel “Fault in Our Stars”. The researcher identified the types of phatic 
function in novel based on Laver’s theory while in each conversation; the neutral, the 
self-oriented, and the other-oriented also the three roles which are opening phase, 
middle phase, closing phase. 
1. Types of Phatic Function in “Fault in Our Stars” Novel 
a. The Neutral  
Datum 15, 19, 20, 29, 30, 32, 35, 36, 38, 41, 42 are included in the neutral. It 
supported the theory by Laver, when the conversation between speaker and listener 
were about the situation that appeared around speaker and listener. For example: in 
home, in the church and hospital.  
Based on the findings, the researcher got 11 data that included in the neutral 
type of phatic function such as; 
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Datum 15 : I gotta go to sleep. It almost one 
The data is one of the phatic functions in the novel. Where, in the phrase "I 
gotta go to sleep. It's almost one.", as August said indirectly that they had to end 
their conversation, because they had to be violent and it was almost one o'clock. The 
one sense of the neutral's fatigue functions is to inform a condition that exists around 
the Speaker and Listener. This happened in the conversation between August Waters 
and Hazel Grace, where the situation happened while they talking over the phone line 
at midnight. 
Datum 19  : This is the lovely house you’ve got. I like your artwork. 
in the phrase "Yes, sir. This is a lovely house you've got. I like your artwork. 
", August said that Hazel’s house is beautiful and August liked the art objects in the 
room. The above conversation is one of the neutral phatic functions because the 
speaker (Hazel's father) asks about how listeners (August) met Hazel, and 
spontaneously August instead talks about the house and art objects in the room that 
he thought that it is beautiful. This provided an overview of the location or condition 
around the speaker and the listener. 
Datum 20  : What’s with all the orange 
The data is one of the phatic functions of the Neutral. Where, in the phrase 
"What's with all the orange?" Hazel asked why with all the orange stuff and 
dispenses his thoughts about the Dutch state which has been the international travel 
plan of Hazel and August. However August justified his thoughts about it. This gives 
an explanation of neutral where without saying more, the listener would naturally 
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know what is meant. Just by looking at the surrounding conditions or objects around 
them. And this is what happened to Hazel, when August showed all the Orange-
colored and Dutch-related objects. Without a second thought, Hazel immediately 
guessed that they would soon go to the Netherlands according to the plan they had 
designed. 
Datum 29  : Yeah, I see it. It looks like we’re in airplane 
in this data, the researcher identified one of the phatic functions, neutral. 
Where, in the phrase "Yeah, I see it. It looks like we're in an airplane.", Hazel 
replied enthusiastically from August. August had never flown before, and was 
delighted to see the window and the plane begin to move away from the earth. This 
showed that they are on a plane and a flight where that is the first flight for August. 
But for Hazel, this is her first experience with August to travel internationally. 
Datum 30  : God, that is beautiful 
In the phrase "God, that is beautiful,". Hazel told herself that what she looks 
gorgeous. August replied what Hazel said in the line "But it's not rising,". Not sunset 
but also sunrise, Just a sunny day for Hazel and magnificent view over the sky where 
she is floating right now. 
Datum 32  : People always get used to beauty 
in the phrase "People always get used to beauty," the speaker (Hazel) and the 
listener (August) are in one of the Dutch restaurants called Oranjee, they talk and 
watch the confetti falling in the breeze, then fell into the canal. According to some 
people it's annoying. But for some people it is something beautiful. And many of 
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them liked something beautiful like the fallen confetti and the beauty radiated by 
Hazel that made August said that he was not familiar with the beauty that Hazel had 
emitted. This made Hazel blush. 
Datum 35  : Why is the sky blue? 
In the phrase "Why is the sky blue?". The speaker (Hazel) repeated his 
question when she is seven years old to the listener (his mother). Her mother noticed 
that Hazel's thinking was now different, Hazel had grown up and genius for 
something she considered to be confusing. The blue sky was in question, making her 
want to give the same answer when she was seven, but her mother's reply made her 
laugh. 
Datum 36 : Yes, at Oranjee 
in the phrase "Yes, at Oranjee". Van Houten's assistant answered his question 
briefly. Van Houten also praised the attitude of his assistant who was so kind but at 
the same time not happy with her behavior, smart to waste his money. Van Houten 
knows that the Oranjee restaurant is one of the best restaurants in the Netherlands. 
True, even August and Hazel also like the place, especially the menu and wine 
presented really sophisticating. 
Datum 38 : I could look at this all day, but we should go to the hotel 
In the phrase "I can look at this all day, but we should go to the hotel.". 
Hazel and August take a stroll while in Amsterdam. They spend their time around the 
city and the park around the hotel where they live. The view of the city is so beautiful 
and makes Hazel want to stay among the people who admire the city view. Like a 
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city designed for the movement of activists, the city prefers not to travel by car, the 
beautiful city where the river carves a road around a large tree, and the heron stood on 
the water's edge, looking for breakfast among the millions of elm petals floating 
there. 
Datum 41 : The one from my backyard 
In the phrase "The one from my backyard?". Hazel visited August at his 
home, they headed for the back garden of his home yard after lunch. Sometimes 
August wanted to have a swing to fill in the backyard's like a swing in the backyard 
of Hazel's house. The swing that never been used Hazel anymore. Hazel longed for a 
real swing that never touched her. 
Datum 42 : How’s that fresh air feel? 
In the phrase "How's that fresh air feel?". August awoke from his sleep and 
took Hazel out of the house, which was overcast, damp, and a little hot because 
summer had arrived. August could not say anything when one of her sister's husbands 
asked about the air around her. August just shrugged limply. August only felt cold all 
the time and was thirsty so his father went back inside to get water for August 
 
b. The self-oriented 
Datum 1, 2, 3, 6, 8, 9, 13, 16, 18, 22, 23, 25, 27, 34, 39, 43, 44 are included in 
the self-oriented. It is supported the theory by Laver, when the conversation between 
speaker and listener were  about self of speaker to give information to listener such as 
introduces their own self, talks about their job, their activity, and their goals. 
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Based on the findings, the researcher got 17 data that included in the self-
oriented type of phatic function such as; 
Datum 1 : I refuse to attend Support Group. 
In this phrase “I refuse to attend Support Group”, which spoken by Hazel 
included self-oriented in the types of phatic function that the type treats the personal 
of speaker (Hazel) as the part of emerging contact to the other (her mother). When the 
conversation between speaker (Hazel) and listener (her mother) are about self of 
speaker (Hazel), it gives information to listener (her mother) her activity that he 
refuses to attend Support Group. 
Datum 2 : Please just let me watch American Top Model. It’s an activity 
In the phrase "please just let me watch the American Top Model”. It's an 
activity. ", Hazel's speech includes self-orientation because the speaker (Hazel) 
wanted to watch a television show and she tells the listener (mother) to let her watch 
the show, which is a fun activity for the speaker (Hazel). 
Datum 3 : If you want me to be a teenanger, don’t send me to support 
group. Buy me a fake ID so i can go to clubs, drink vodka, and take pot 
In the phrase "If you want me to be a teenanger, do not send me to support 
group. Buy me a fake ID so i can go to clubs, drink vodka, and take pot". The 
speaker (Hazel) voiced her opinion so that his mother gave him the freedom as a 
teenager in general like her age. Speaker (Hazel) wanted to be given a false identity 
in order to enter a club, can drink vodka and the like. It is self-oriented speaker 
(Hazel) who wants her mother to give her permission to do all her wishes. 
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Datum 6 : I failed the driving test three times 
The data illustrate the speaker (August) tells his listener (Hazel) that he has 
already failed three times in the driving test as stated in the sentence "I failed the 
driving test three times". This is a function of self-oriented (August) as a speaker, 
giving information to the listener (Hazel) so that the listener does not feel surprised 
by the way the speaker (August) drives the car. 
Datum 8  : I actually can’t,” because I already got my GED 
The data provided clear picture of one of the functions of self-oriented 
fatality. Where the speaker (Hazel) replied to the words of her opponent (August) in 
the phrase "I actually can not, because I already got my GED". The speaker (Hazel) 
explained that she cannot go back to school because she already got his graduation 
certificate so no more need to go to school. It provides information that the speaker 
(Hazel) has become a female student. 
Datum 9  : Okay 
The data showed a self-oriented phatic function. Where, the speaker (father of 
August) asked the circumstances of the main character (Hazel) and Hazel replied that 
the situation is fine. This is included in one of the phatic functions of self-oriented 
Hazel. Hazel explains that he feels good though if someone new to him will feel that 
Hazel is not in good shape, because Hazel is carrying an oxygen tank with an oxygen 
hose to fill his nostrils. 
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Datum 13 : I had a few good kisses with my ex-girlfriend, Caroline Mathers 
The data indicates a self-oriented phatic function. Where, in the phrase "I 
have a few good kisses with my ex-girlfriend, Caroline Mathers." Speaker (August) 
tells a very personal information to his interlocutor (Hazel) about a beautiful kiss 
throughout her life. And the experience was told openly to Hazel, that his last 
beautiful kiss happened less than a year ago along with his girlfriend Caroline 
Mathers. August easily recounts his experiences with his ex-girlfriend and names his 
ex-girlfriend to his interlocutor (Hazel). 
Datum 16 : I’m sorry 
The data provided the self-oriented phatic function that occured to Hazel as in 
"I'm sorry."phrase, Hazel regretted having made August's friend (Isaac) recall and 
tell her his love story because Isaac sentenced to eye cancer requiring Isaac to operate 
on his eyes and would be permanently blind. With sad sentences and tone, Hazel feels 
sorry for making Isaac sad and remembering her past. 
Datum 18 : I was thirteen 
The data described the self-oriented that occured in the main character of 
Hazel Grace. August asked about one last wish Hazel wanted to make, and whether 
Hazel had asked the Elven Foundation for his wishes or not. Hazel also announced 
that she had asked to realize his last wish to go to Disney world. And Hazel feels 
sorry for it. Hazel said "I was thirteen,". This is a self-oriented thing that happened 
to Hazel by telling of her cliché desire at her thirteen years of age. Hazel felt that he 
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should not have asked for such useless desires. And she should have taken advantage 
of that one opportunity for more useful things. 
Datum 22 : Just thinking, I guess 
In the phrase "Just thinking, I guess," the speaker (Hazel) was talking to his 
father and mother, Hazel was invited to dinner but apparently Hazel was not in the 
mood for any activity. Her mind drifted somewhere and it made her look like a 
confused person. This is indicated the self-oriented phatic function that occured in the 
Speaker (Hazel) who is thinking about the writing of a wall written by a friend of 
Caroline (Former girlfriend August). Caroline has died of brain cancer in her 
suffering. This made Hazel think also of the word "hurt" that will in the future be like 
Caroline who has struggled but failed. 
Datum 23 : I missed you 
In the phrase "I missed you," which is said by (August Waters) after a week 
can not meet with (Hazel Grace) because Hazel must be hospitalized because the 
disease returned relapse. August missed Hazel deeply and told her the good news that 
Hazel was happy that the e-mail Hazel received back from her favorite author. This is 
self-oriented because August is so affectionate and longs for Hazel that he (August) 
does not hesitate to say the word "I missed you" when he meets. 
Datum 25 : I can’t go to Amsterdam. One of my doctors thinks it’s a bad 
idea 
Hazel said that he can not go abroad because the conditions are unstable and 
one of the doctors who take care of him thinks that his trip abroad is not a good idea 
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for now considering her is still less stable. Hazel was disappointed, especially this 
was her first trip with August to meet the author she like. Hazel is very sad because 
her desire to meet his favorite writer (Peter Van Houten) can not be fulfilled as 
planned, and this is all due to the conditions of the disease in his suffering. Made her 
feel bad. 
Datum 27 : MOM, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH! MOM, I LOVE YOU SO 
MUCH! 
Hazel is very happy, because finally Dr.Maria who take care of her gave her 
permission for international travel and did not have to worry about Hazel's condition 
during the trip. This made Hazel scream and say "MOM, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!" 
with his mother hugging so strong and immediately picked up his handphone and 
typed a few sentences for August that everything would materialize as per their plans. 
Whispering to his lungs to stay good for the next week and smiling. 
 Datum 34 : I’m sorry, I’m really sorry 
Hazel Garce feels that he has made August Waters offended by his laughing 
words about the behavior of Caroline (ex-girlfriend August) who laughs about the 
little things. Hazel also said that what Caroline said about the foot of August Waters 
was ridiculous. Having one leg instead of "great" and not something to be praised. 
The words Hazel said made August feel ridiculous. This made Hazel feel bad and 
apologized to August for breaking her heart with all the words she said, Hazel was 
very sorry about what she was doing. But August did not object and assumed that a 
certainty for August because Hazel had broken her heart. 
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Datum 39 : Yeah,” having been the experimental pincushion myself. 
Hazel felt that she was a guinea pig for the treatments she had been practicing 
for so long. Hazel told August and expounded all her emotions about all the actions 
against the disease. And saying what Hazel feels is part of one of the self-oriented 
fatality functions. 
Hazel and August shared stories about all the treatment they had been 
through. Hazel encouraged August not to surrender in the battle against cancer in his 
anguish and said that today was his battle begins to fight his cancer, though it 
sounded cheap. 
Datum 43 : We need you to, Kiddo and Well, get the terminal disease, Dad, 
and then I’ll stay home more. 
When the conversation between Hazel and her father who both want to 
understand. Hazel wanted to come out to meet the August who was waiting for her in 
the church but not allowed by her father and mother. They think that Hazel is already 
very busy with his world with August. Hazel also thinks that this is what his mother 
wants, to be a teenager in general, who is not only at home but also socializing with 
others. But lately his father and mother felt lost to the former Hazel figure. But this is 
the effort that Hazel does in order for her father and mother to be ready to give up 
Hazel someday when her condition gets worse and worse situations occur. 
Datum 44 : I’m just going to lie down for a minute 
Speaker (Hazel) has just returned from a meeting of Support Groups who 
have been following him. The support group has been given a prayer and put the 
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name of August Waters in the long names list of the deceased. Mother Hazel asks if 
Hazel is ready for her treatment and watching her favorite television show. But Hazel 
just wanted to lie down to calm her tired mind. After August died, Hazel collapsed 
and did not want to do anything. Just wanted to lie down and let everything go to 
death to pick her up. That's what Hazel wants to do after accepting the fact that the 
man he loves is no longer with him. They have their own world and August has been 
happy there (heaven). At least that's what Hazel thought. Hazel spilled all her 
tiredness so long for her mother and father that she would not feel as if she'd lost her 
self if Hazel had to leave them alone. 
 
C. The other-oriented  
Data 4, 5, 7, 10, 11, 12, 14, 17, 21, 24, 26, 28, 31, 33, 37, 40 are included in 
the other-oriented. It is supported by the theory by Laver, when the conversation 
between speaker and listener were about the condition, situation and problem of 
listener or other people who was known by them.  
Based on the findings, the researcher got 17
th
 data that included in the other-
oriented type of phatic function such as; 
Datum 4  : what’s your name? 
Speaker (August) asks the name of his interlocutor (Hazel). It means 
Augustus wants to know the name of the person. This conversation is classified as the 
other-oriented fatigue function. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and 
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the listener about the condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person 
known to them 
Datum 5  : You should see it.V for Vendetta, I mean 
Means Speaker (August) informs (Hazel) that you should watch the movie 
and invite her to watch it together because according to Hazel's august like Natalie 
Portman in the 2005 in V for Vendetta. This conversation is classified as the other-
oriented fatigue function. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the 
listener about the condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person 
known to them. 
Datum 7  :  So, are you in school? 
The speaker (Hazel) asks the audience (August) about whether he is still in 
school or has graduated. And August is still a student of one of the schools in North 
Central. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the 
condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 10 : Hazel do you enjoy it? 
The speaker (August's mother) asks the listener (Hazel) about the conditions 
felt at the time in the support group. August's parents wanted to hear Hazel's opinion 
of the Supporting Group that followed. And to please Hazel think carefully what 
answer he should say. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the 
listener about the condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person 
known to them. 
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Datum 11 : Do you have siblings? 
The speaker (Hazel) asks the audience (augustus) about the wheel, and it turns 
out August does not have a biological sodara. However, she only has her nephew 
from her female step lets. However, their age is far from him. This refers to a 
conversation between the speaker and the listener about the condition, situation and 
problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 12 : May I see you again? 
The speaker (Augustus) asks the listener (Hazel) about his spare time to see 
him again. August was pleased to have a new friend like Hazel and wanted to know 
her more. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the 
condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 14 : Not your fault, Hazel Grace. We’re all just side effects, right? 
The speaker (Augustus) does not blame the listener (Hazel) for what he says. 
According to August they are all side effects of the illness they suffer. Hazel could 
never imagine dating anyone who suffered from a disease before, as August Waters 
had dated Caroline’s Mother is a woman who had brain cancer and died at her young 
age. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the 
condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 17 : How am I going to get to Amsterdam? 
The data can be classified as one of the other-oriented fatigue functions. 
Where, in the phrase "How am I going to get to Amsterdam?" The speaker (Hazel) 
asked the listener (Augustus) by telephone he asked for a solution in order to get to 
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the country. Because he does not want any more if his parents are in the debt. This 
refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the condition, 
situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 21 : I have a boy problem 
The data can be classified as one of the other-oriented fatigue functions. 
Where, in the phrase "I have a boy problem," the speaker (Hazel) tells the listener 
(Kaitlyn) about a guy who is closer to him. He's sexy. In fact, he was very athletic 
and had been a basketball athlete in one of North Central's schools. This refers to a 
conversation between the speaker and the listener about the condition, situation and 
problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 24 : Do you have a pen and a peace of paper? 
The speaker (Augustus) asks the listener (Hazel) and tells Hazel to draw a 
large circle then draw a small circle inside. Hazel draws the circle, then August tells 
the intent of her request to Hazel to draw. Hazel laughed after he knew what August 
meant. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the 
condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 26 : Why? Why would you even like me? 
The speaker (Hazel) asks the audience about why an August Waters can like a 
girl like himself, who will only remind him of his former lover once. August also told 
Hazel that trying to keep a distance from August would not lessen his affection for 
him. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener about the 
condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to them. 
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Datum 28 : I‟m gonna get a hamburger before   we leave. Can I get you 
anything? 
The speaker (August) offered to listeners (Hazel) to buy breakfast before 
leaving for Amsterdam. August also asked if Hazel wanted something to be his 
breakfast menu. However, Hazel was not very happy with the thought of the 
community going to breakfast. And her mother also added that Hazel had isolated the 
scrambled eggs associated with the morning. According to Hazel the scrambled eggs 
should be eaten at night and into the dinner menu. This refers to a conversation 
between the speaker and the listener about the condition, situation and problem of the 
listener or other person known to them. 
Datum 31 : Awesome. And can we get more of this? 
August and Hazel made their way to Amsterdam and were having dinner 
arranged by Mr.Van Houten's assistant at a restaurant called Oranjee. In the above 
conversation, the speaker (August) liked the champagne served by the waiter and 
wanted more. The waiter agreed and said that all the stars had been bottled for them 
tonight. His young buddy had to enjoy the falling star because of the great taste of 
champagne, the waitress called it "confetti". This refers to a conversation between the 
speaker and the listener about the condition, situation and problem of the listener or 
other person known to them. 
Datum 33 : Correct. Don’t you have a death outfit? 
After enjoying the dinner menu served by the Oranjee restaurant waiter, the 
speaker (Hazel) wants to talk and joke with the audience (August) as they often do 
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when they are at home but there is tension that happened between them. August 
opened his voice and said about the suit he wore tonight. Hazel's question as they 
waited for the tram became the subject of his conversation. August confirmed that the 
suit she wore tonight was a suit for her funeral. These settings are on the August 
request father bought him a suit that was very nice to be wearing when she died. 
August never wore them until tonight, for the first time August wearing the suit, but 
not for a funeral but to date with Hazel. It refers to a conversation between the 
speaker and the listener about the conditions, situations and problems listeners or 
other persons known to them. 
Datum 37 : Okay, but presumably you know Afasi och Filthy’s seminal 
album Fläcken 
Peter Van Houten told his assistant to play a Swedish hip-hop song entitled 
'Bomfalleralla' from the album Afasi Och Filthy, as Hazel and August fulfilled a 
favorite home visit Hazel and is the reason of their arrival to a country that is 
identical to the Orange color. The rap song sounds mediocre but speaks Swedish. 
According to Peter Van Houten the song has two emotions of love and fear. The song 
from Afasi och Filthy explores both emotions with a kind of ease that no one can find 
in hip-hop music. This refers to a conversation between the speaker and the listener 
about the condition, situation and problem of the listener or other person known to 
them. 
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 Datum 40 : Hazel Grace, do you have four dollars? 
The speaker (August) plans to please his friend Isaac who just lost both eyes 
and also lost his lover. August asked for money to Hazel and bought a carton of eggs 
to wear Isaac to unleash his anger. The three of them bought an egg in a supermarket 
and threw the egg in the direction of the Pontiac Firebird 1990 light-green car 
belonging to Isaac's ex-girlfriend, Monica. Isaac is disappointed with Monica's 
attitude that cannot accept the situation after the surgical removal of both eyes 
because of eye cancer that Isaac suffered. 
 
2. Roles of Phatic Function in “Fault in Our Stars” Novel 
a. Opening Phase 
Datum 1, 4, 6, 9, 11, 13, 17, 20, 21, 25, 28, 30, 31, 40, 42 are included in the 
opening phase of the roles of phatic function. Phatic function in opening phase is 
committed to captivate the attention of interlocutor especially in the silence situation. 
Besides that, it is worthwhile to ignore an awkward situation and to ease the 
interaction in the first encounter. In other words, this function can mitigate the weird 
feeling between participants (speaker and listener). It supported by the theory by 
Laver, it would seem to have an important propitiatory function in defusing the 
potential hostility of silence where speech is conventionally anticipated.  
Based on the findings, the researcher got 15 data that included in the opening 
phase in the role of phatic function like Datum 1 : “I refuse to attend Support 
Group.” The data is the opening phase of the role of phatic function where Hazel as a 
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speaker where she opened conversation with an argument or statement against his 
mother in this communication. 
Every data that included of opening phase committed to captivate the 
attention of interlocutor (speaker and listener) especially in the silence situation. 
Besides that, it is worthwhile to ignore an awkward situation and to ease the 
interaction in the first encounter. 
b. Middle Phase 
Datum 2, 3, 5, 7, 10, 14, 17, 18, 21, 22, 23, 25, 31, 32, 35, 36, 38, 42, 44 are 
included in the middle phase of phatic function role. In the medial phase, phatic 
function is applied to enter the main business or to maintain the conversation.  As 
mentioned above, the continuation of conversation like check whether the channel 
still works become a part of this phase. 
Based on the findings, the researcher got 20 data that included in the opening 
phase in the role of phatic function like Datum 2 : “Please just let me watch 
American Top Model. It’s an activity” where Hazel asked her mother to still watch 
the American Top Model in their conversation to maintain the conversation. 
Every data that included of middle phase are used in showing the shifting 
topic. It indicates also as a filler word to smoothen the conversation in interaction by 
the speaker and listener. 
c. Closing Phase 
Datum 8, 12, 15, 16, 27, 29, 33, 35, 38, 41 are included in the closing phase 
of phatic function role. Phatic function in closing phase is the situation where 
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participants (speaker and listener) intend to finish the conversation is the main case in 
the closing. The participant used this function to end the conversation without 
intention to reject or offend the other. In addition, this function enables the 
participants to keep their relationship until they meet again.  
Based on the findings, the researcher had gotten 10 data that included in the 
closing phase in the role of phatic function like Datum 8 : “I actually can’t,” 
because I already got my GED.”. The data is the closing phase of phatic function 
role where Hazel is the speaker had given the answer for August that he could not go 
back to school because he already got the GED. 
 On the other hand Laver affirms that phatic function not only useful for the 
participants who are in conversation. It is also useful for preserve the relationship to 
the other by using the listener as an agent to convey his greeting to his acquaintances. 
It is used to end chit-chat like Datum 12 :.”May I see you again?” where August 
end the conversation by asking the next meeting with Hazel Or anything else is like 
to end making gossip, for instance in Datum 15 : “I gotta go to sleep. It almost one” 
where August as a speaker did not want to continue the conversation with Hazel 
because sleep is the important one to did. 
In other word the researcher can concluded that phatic function is one of 
languages function that study about how to keep relationship around the society 
through communication, where expression or body gesture must be suitable with 
context to maintain their interaction, so make a conversation become harmony but if 
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we do not care or understand how to use phatic function in conversation around 
society. It is not interesting because the conversation is dominated by one person. 
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CHAPTER V 
CONCLUSION AND SUGGESTION 
This chapter presents the conclusion and suggestion dealing with the findings 
of the analysis in Chapter IV. Those include the answer of the research problems 
presented in the first chapter. 
A.  Conclusion 
After analyzed the conversation in John Green is novel “Fault in Our Stars”, 
the researcher makes conclusion related to the study about phatic function as 
follows: 
1. The researcher found three types of phatic function that are mostly used in John 
Green is novel, namely the neutral had 11 data in the novel, and this type refers 
to the circumstance around the participants (speakers and listeners). The self-
oriented had 17 data in the novel, this type treats the personal of speaker as the 
part of emerging contact to the other, and the other-oriented had 17 data, this 
type is the reverse of the self-oriented.  
2. The role of phatic function in this novel committed in three phases of interaction. 
They are in the opening phases, the middle phase and the closing phases. Thare 
are 15 data include of opening phase. The role of phatic function is done by 
opening channel or contact through greeting, welcoming, attracting the 
attatention of the listeners and breaking the silence. In the middle phase, there are 
20 data that appeared in the novel. It has the role to maintain or prolong the 
conversation (intraction) by creating a comfortable intraction, mitigating the 
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strange feeling, making the social solidarity, reconfirming the social solidarity, 
respecting the other’s presence in terms of polite expression. There are 10 data 
included in the closing phases, the role of phatic funcion is done to ease the 
seperation by leave taking.  
B. Suggestion 
 
Based on the conclusion above, the researcher gives suggestions as the 
following below: 
1. The researcher suggests for the readers to improve their understanding about the 
phatic function and how to use them in daily life. It will give knowledge and 
deep understanding for the readers who intend to make good relationship with 
other in communication using phatic function. 
2. For the next researchers who are interested in the same study to use this study as 
comparison and direction or as additional reference for their future research. 
Therefore, they can differentiate between this research and their future research. 
3. The lecturer and educator should give more attention to the students in learning 
English process especially broader knowledge on the study about discourse 
analysis and language function especially macro function which focuses on 
phatic function. 
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Novel   : The Fault in Our Stars 
Author  : John Green 
Chapters : 25 
Pages  : 121 
 
In this sction, the researcher The fault in our stars is a novel which written by 
American novelist, John Green. This novel consists of 25 chapters and of those 25 chapters, 
there were only 15 chapters which  analyzed by using note-taking as the instrument of 
research. 
 
 
The only redeeming facet of Support Group was this kid named Isaac, a long-faced, 
skinny guy with straight blond hair swept over one eye. And his eyes were the problem. He had 
some fantastically improbable eye cancer. One eye had been cut out when he was a kid, and now 
he wore the kind of thick glasses that made his eyes (both the real one and the glass one) 
preternaturally huge, like his whole head was basically just this fake eye and this real eye staring 
at you. From what I could gather on the rare occasions when Isaac shared with the group, a 
recurrence had placed his remaining eye in mortal peril. Isaac and I communicated almost 
exclusively through sighs. Each time someone discussed anticancer diets or snorting ground-up 
shark fin or whatever, he‘d glance over at me and sigh ever so slightly. I‘d shake my head 
microscopically and exhale in response. So Support Group blew, and after a few weeks, I grew to 
be rather kicking-and-screaming about the whole affair. In fact, on the Wednesday I made the 
acquaintance of Augustus Waters, I tried my level best to get out of Support Group while sitting 
on the couch with my mom in the third leg of a twelve-hour marathon of the previous season‘s 
America‟s Next Top Model, which admittedly I had already seen, but still. 
Me: “I refuse to attend Support Group.” 
Mom:  ―One of the symptoms of depression is disinterest in
 activities.‖ Me: ―Please just let me watch America’s Next Top Model. It’s an 
activity.” 
Mom: ―Television is a 
passivity.‖ Me: ―Ugh, 
Mom, please.‖ 
Mom: ―Hazel, you‘re a teenager. You‘re not a little kid anymore. You need to make 
friends, get out of the house, and live your life.‖ Me: “If you want me to be a 
teenager, don’t send me to Support Group. Buy me a fake ID so I can go to 
clubs, drink vodka, and take pot.” 
Mom: ―You don‘t take pot, for starters.‖ 
Me: ―See, that‘s the kind of thing I‘d 
know if you got me a fake ID.‖ 
Mom: ―You‘re going to Support Group.‖ 
Me: ―UGGGGGGGGGGGGG.‖ 
Mom: ―Hazel, you deserve a life.‖ 
That shut me up, although I failed to see how attendance at Support Group met the 
definition of life. Still, I agreed to go—after negotiating the right to record the 1.5 episodes of 
ANTM I‘d be missing. I went to Support Group for the same reason that I‘d once allowed nurses 
with a mere eighteen months of graduate education to poison me with exotically named 
chemicals: I wanted to make my parents happy. There is only one thing in this world shittier than 
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biting it from cancer when you‘re sixteen, and that‘s having a kid who bites it Mom pulled into 
the circular driveway behind the church at 4:56. I pretended to fiddle with my oxygen tank for a 
second just to kill time. ―Do you want me to carry it in for you?‖ 
―No, it‘s fine,‖ I said. The cylindrical green tank only weighed a few pounds, and I had this little 
steel cart to wheel it around behind me. It delivered two liters of oxygen to me each minute 
through a cannula, a transparent tube that split just beneath my neck, wrapped behind my ears, 
and then reunited in my nostrils. The contraption was necessary because my lungs sucked at being 
lungs. ―I love you,‖ she said as I got out. ―You too, Mom. See you at six.‖ ―Make friends!‖ she 
said through the rolled-down window as I walked away. I didn‘t want to take the elevator because 
taking the elevator is a Last Days kind of activity at Support Group, so I took the stairs. I grabbed 
a cookie and poured some lemonade into a Dixie cup and then turned around. A boy was staring 
at me. 
 
I was quite sure I‘d never seen him before. Long and leanly muscular, he dwarfed the 
molded plastic elementary school chair he was sitting in. Mahogany hair, straight and short. He 
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Neither of us said anything for the rest of Support Group. At the end, we all had to hold 
hands, and Patrick led us in a prayer. ―Lord Jesus Christ, we are gathered here in Your heart, 
literally in Your heart, as cancer survivors. You and You alone know us as we know ourselves. 
Guide us to life and the Light through our times of trial. We pray for Isaac‘s eyes, for Michael‘s 
and Jamie‘s blood, for Augustus‘s bones, for Hazel‘s lungs, for James‘s throat. We pray that You 
might heal us and that we might feel Your love, and Your peace, which passes all understanding. 
And we remember in our hearts those whom we knew and loved who have gone home to you: 
Maria and Kade and Joseph and Haley and Abigail and Angelina and Taylor and Gabriel and . . .‖ 
 
It was a long list. The world contains a lot of dead people. And while Patrick droned on, 
reading the list from a sheet of paper because it was too long to memorize, I kept my eyes closed, 
trying to think prayerfully but mostly imagining the day when my name would find its way onto 
that list, all the way at the end when everyone had stopped listening. When Patrick was finished, 
we said this stupid mantra together—LIVING OUR BEST LIFE TODAY—and it was over. 
Augustus Waters pushed himself out of his chair and walked over to me. His gait was crooked 
like his smile. He towered over me, but he kept his distance so I wouldn‘t have to crane my neck 
to look him in the eye. 
“What’s your name?‖ he 
asked. ―Hazel.‖ 
―No, your full name.‖ 
―Um, Hazel Grace Lancaster.‖ He was just about to say something else when Isaac walked 
up. ―Hold on,‖ Augustus said, raising a finger, and turned to Isaac. ―That was actually 
worse than you made it out to be.‖ 
―I told you it was bleak.‖ ―Why do you bother with 
it?‖ ―I don‘t know. It kind of helps?‖ 
Augustus leaned in so he thought I couldn‘t hear. ―She‘s a regular?‖ I couldn‘t hear 
Isaac‘s comment, but Augustus responded, ―I‘ll say.‖ He clasped Isaac by both shoulders and then 
took a half step away from him. ―Tell Hazel about clinic.‖ 
 
Isaac leaned a hand against the snack table and focused his huge eye on me. ―Okay, so I 
went into clinic this morning, and I was telling my surgeon that I‘d rather be deaf than blind. And 
he said, ‗It doesn‘t work that way,‘ and I was, like, ‗Yeah, I realize it doesn‘t work that way; I‘m 
just saying I‘d rather be deaf than blind if I had the choice, which I realize I don‘t have,‘ and he 
said, ‗Well, the good news is that you won‘t be deaf,‘ and I was like, ‗Thank you for explaining 
that my eye cancer isn‘t going to make me deaf. I feel so fortunate that  an intellectual giant like 
yourself would deign to operate on me.‘‖ 
 
―He sounds like a winner,‖ I said. ―I‘m gonna try to get me some eye cancer just so I can 
make this guy‘s acquaintance.‖ ―Good luck with that. All right, I should go. Monica‘s waiting for 
me. I gotta look at her a lot while I can.‖ ―Counterinsurgence tomorrow?‖ Augustus asked. 
―Definitely.‖ Isaac turned and ran up the stairs, taking them two at a time. Augustus Waters turned 
to me. ―Literally,‖ he said. 
―Literally?‖ I asked. 
―We are literally in the heart of Jesus,‖ he said. ―I thought we were in a church basement, but we 
are literally in the heart of Jesus.‖ ―Someone should tell Jesus,‖ I said. ―I mean, it‘s gotta be 
dangerous, storing children with cancer in your heart.‖ 
 
―I would tell Him myself,‖ Augustus said, ―but unfortunately I am literally stuck inside of 
His heart, so He won‘t be able to hear me.‖ I laughed. He shook his head, just looking at me. 
―What?‖ I asked. ―Nothing,‖ he said. 
  
 
58 
 
 
―Why are you looking at me like that?‖ 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 
Augustus  Waters  drove  horrifically.  Whether  stopping  or  starting,  everything  
happened with a tremendous JOLT. I flew against the seat belt of his Toyota SUV each time he 
braked, and my neck snapped backward each time he hit the gas. I might have been nervous—
what with sitting in the car of a strange boy on the way to his house, keenly aware that my crap 
lungs complicate efforts to fend off unwanted advances —but his driving was so astonishingly 
poor that I could think of nothing else. 
 
We‘d gone perhaps a mile in jagged silence before Augustus said, “I failed the driving 
test three times.” ―You don‘t say.‖He laughed, nodding. ―Well, I can‘t feel pressure in old 
Prosty, and I can‘t get the hang of driving left-footed. My doctors say most amputees can drive 
with no problem, but . . . yeah. Not me. Anyway, I go in for my fourth driving test, and it goes 
about like this is going.‖ A half mile in front of us, a light turned red. Augustus slammed on the 
brakes, tossing me into the triangular embrace of the seat belt. ―Sorry. I swear to God I am trying 
to be gentle. Right, so anyway, at the end of the test, I totally thought I‘d failed again, but the 
instructor was like, ‗Your driving is unpleasant, but it isn‘t technically unsafe.‘‖ ―I‘m not sure I 
agree,‖ I said. ―I suspect Cancer Perk.‖ Cancer Perks are the little things cancer kids get that 
regular kids don‘t: basketballs signed by sports heroes, free passes on late homework, unearned 
driver‘s licenses, etc. 
―Yeah,‖ he said. The light turned green. I braced myself. Augustus slammed the gas. 
―You know they‘ve got hand controls for people who can‘t use their legs,‖ I pointed out. 
―Yeah,‖ he said. ―Maybe someday.‖ He sighed in a way that made me wonder 
whether he was confident about the existence of someday. I knew osteosarcoma was highly 
curable, but still. There are a number of ways to establish someone‘s approximate survival 
expectations without actually asking. I used the classic: “So, are you in school?” Generally, 
your parents pull you out of school at some point if they expect you to bite it. 
―Yeah,‖ he said. ―I‘m at North Central. A year behind, though: I‘m a sophomore. 
You?‖ 
I considered lying. No one likes a corpse, after all. But in the end I told the truth. ―No, my 
parents withdrew me three years ago.‖ ―Three years?‖ he asked, astonished. I told Augustus the 
broad outline of my miracle: diagnosed with Stage IV thyroid cancer when I was thirteen. (I 
didn‘t tell him that the diagnosis came three months after I got my first period. Like: 
Congratulations! You‘re a woman. Now die.) It was, we were told, incurable.I had a surgery 
called radical neck dissection, which is about as pleasant as it sounds. Then radiation. Then they 
tried some chemo for my lung tumors. The tumors shrank, then grew. By then, I was fourteen. 
My lungs started to fill up with water. I was looking pretty dead— my hands and feet ballooned; 
my skin cracked; my lips were perpetually blue. They‘ve got this drug that makes you not feel so 
completely terrified about the fact that you can‘t breathe, and I had a lot of it flowing into me 
through a PICC line, and more than a dozen other drugs besides. But even so, there‘s a certain 
unpleasantness to drowning, particularly when it occurs over the course of several months. I 
finally ended up in the ICU with pneumonia, and my mom knelt by the side of my bed and said, 
―Are you ready, sweetie?‖ and I told her I was ready, and my dad just kept telling me he loved 
me in this voice that was not breaking so much as already broken, and I kept telling him that I 
loved him, too, and everyone was holding hands, and I couldn‘t catch my breath, and my lungs 
were acting desperate, gasping, pulling me out of the bed trying to find a position that could get 
them air, and I was embarrassed by their desperation, disgusted that they wouldn‘t just let go, 
and I remember my mom telling me it was okay, that I was okay, that I would be okay, and my 
father was trying so hard not to sob that when he did, which was regularly, it was an earthquake. 
And I remember wanting not to be awake. 
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Everyone figured I was finished, but my Cancer Doctor Maria managed to get some of 
the fluid out of my lungs, and shortly thereafter the antibiotics they‘d given me for the 
pneumonia kicked in. I woke up and soon got into one of those experimental trials that are 
famous in the Republic of Cancervania for Not Working. The drug was Phalanxifor,  this 
molecule designed to attach itself to cancer cells and slow their growth. It didn‘t work in about 
70 percent of people. But it worked in me. The tumors shrank. And they stayed shrunk. Huzzah, 
Phalanxifor! In the past eighteen months, my mets have hardly grown, leaving me with lungs that 
suck at being lungs but could, conceivably, struggle along indefinitely with the assistance  of 
drizzled oxygen and daily Phalanxifor. 
Admittedly, my Cancer Miracle had only resulted in a bit of purchased time. (I did not 
yet know the size of the bit.) But when telling Augustus Waters, I painted the rosiest possible 
picture, embellishing the miraculousness of the miracle. 
―So now you gotta go back to school,‖ he said. 
―I actually can’t,” I explained, “because I already got my GED. So I‘m taking classes 
at MCC,‖ which was our community college. 
―A college girl,‖ he said, nodding. ―That explains the aura of sophistication.‖ He smirked 
at me. I shoved his upper arm playfully. I could feel the muscle right beneath the skin, all tense 
and amazing. We made a wheels-screeching turn into a subdivision with eight-foot-high stucco 
walls. His house was the first one on the left. A two-story colonial. We jerked to a halt in his 
driveway. I followed him inside. A wooden plaque in the entryway was engraved in cursive with 
the words Home Is Where the Heart Is, and the entire house turned out to be festooned in such 
observations. Good Friends Are Hard to Find and Impossible to Forget read an illustration above 
the coatrack. True Love Is Born from Hard Times promised a needlepointed pillow in their 
antique-furnished living room. Augustus saw me reading. ―My parents call them 
Encouragements,‖ he explained. ―They‘re everywhere.‖ His mom and dad called him Gus. They 
were making enchiladas in the kitchen (a piece of stained glass by the sink read in bubbly letters 
Family Is Forever). His mom was putting chicken into tortillas, which his dad then rolled up and 
placed in a glass pan. They didn‘t seem too surprised by my arrival, which made sense: The fact 
that Augustus made me feel special did not necessarily indicate that I was special. Maybe he 
brought home a different girl every night to show her movies and feel her up. 
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―This is Hazel Grace,‖ he said, by way of introduction. ―Just Hazel,‖ I said. 
―How‘s it going, Hazel?‖ asked Gus‘s dad. He was tall—almost as tall as Gus—and skinny in a 
way that parentally aged people usually aren‘t. 
“Okay,” I said. 
―How was Isaac‘s Support 
Group?‖ ―It was incredible,‖ Gus 
said. 
―You‘re such a Debbie Downer,‖ his mom 
said. “Hazel, do you enjoy it?” 
 
I paused a second, trying to figure out if my response should be calibrated to please 
Augustus or his parents. ―Most of the people are really nice,‖ I finally said. 
 
―That‘s exactly what we found with families at Memorial when we were in the thick of it with 
Gus‘s treatment,‖ his dad said. 
―Everybody was so kind. Strong, too. In the darkest days, the Lord puts the best people into your 
life.‖ 
―Quick, give me a throw pillow and some thread because that needs to be an Encouragement,‖ 
Augustus said, and his dad looked a little annoyed, 
but then Gus wrapped his long arm around his dad‘s neck and said, ―I‘m just kidding, Dad. I 
like the freaking Encouragements. I really do. I just can‘t admit it because I‘m a teenager.‖ His 
dad rolled his eyes. 
―You‘re joining us for dinner, I hope?‖ asked his mom. She was small and brunette and 
vaguely mousy. 
―I guess?‖ I said. ―I have to be home by ten. Also I don‘t, um, eat meat?‖ 
―No problem. We‘ll vegetarianize some,‖ she said. ―Animals are just too cute?‖ Gus 
asked. ―I want to minimize the number of deaths I am responsible for,‖ I said. 
Gus opened his mouth to respond but then stopped himself. 
His mom filled the silence. ―Well, I think that‘s wonderful.‖ 
 
They talked to me for a bit about how the enchiladas were Famous Waters Enchiladas 
and Not to Be Missed and about how Gus‘s curfew was also ten, and how they were inherently 
distrustful of anyone who gave their kids curfews other than ten, and was I in school—―she‘s a 
college student,‖ Augustus interjected—and how the weather was truly and absolutely 
extraordinary for March, and how in spring all things are new, and they didn‘t even once ask me 
about the oxygen or my diagnosis, which was weird and wonderful, and then Augustus said, 
―Hazel and I are going to watch V for Vendetta so she can see her filmic doppelgänger, mid-two 
thousands Natalie Portman.‖ 
―The living room TV is yours for the watching,‖ his dad said happily. ―I think we‘re 
actually gonna watch it in the basement.‖ His dad laughed. ―Good try. Living room.‖ 
―But I want to show Hazel Grace the basement,‖ Augustus said. 
―Just Hazel,‖ I said. 
―So show Just Hazel the basement,‖ said his dad. 
―And then come upstairs and watch your movie in the living room.‖ 
Augustus puffed out his cheeks, balanced on his leg, and twisted his hips, throwing the prosthetic 
forward. ―Fine,‖ he mumbled. 
I followed him down carpeted stairs to a huge basement bedroom. A shelf at my eye 
level reached all the way around the room, and it was stuffed solid with basketball memorabilia: 
dozens of trophies with gold plastic men mid–jump shot or dribbling or reaching for a layup 
toward an unseen basket. There were also lots of signed balls and sneakers
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―I used to play basketball,‖ he explained. ―You must‘ve been pretty good.‖ 
―I wasn‘t bad, but all the shoes and balls are Cancer Perks.‖ He walked toward the TV, where a 
huge pile of DVDs and video games were arranged into a vague pyramid shape. He bent at the 
waist and snatched up V for Vendetta. 
―I was, like, the prototypical white Hoosier kid,‖ he said. 
―I was all about resurrecting the lost art of the midrange jumper, but then one day I was 
shooting free throws—just standing at the foul line at the North Central gym shooting from a 
rack of balls. All at once, I couldn‘t figure out why I was methodically tossing a spherical object 
through a toroidal object. It seemed like the stupidest thing I could possibly be doing. 
―I started thinking about little kids putting a cylindrical peg through a circular hole, and how 
they do it over and over again for months when they figure it out, and how basketball was 
basically just a slightly more aerobic version of that same exercise. Anyway, for the longest 
time, I just kept sinking free throws. I hit eighty in a row, my all-time best, but as I kept  going, 
I felt more and more like a two-year-old. And then for some reason I started to think about 
hurdlers. Are you okay?‖ 
 
I‘d taken a seat on the corner of his unmade bed. I wasn‘t trying to be suggestive or 
anything; I just got kind of tired when I had to stand a lot. I‘d stood in the living room and then 
there had been the stairs, and then more standing, which was quite a lot of standing for me, and 
I didn‘t want to faint or anything. I was a bit of a Victorian Lady, fainting-wise. 
―I‘m fine,‖ I said. ―Just listening. Hurdlers?‖ 
―Yeah, hurdlers. I don‘t know why. I started thinking about them running their hurdle races, and 
jumping over these totally arbitrary objects that had been set in their path. And I wondered if 
hurdlers ever thought, you know, This would go faster if we just got rid of the hurdles.‖ 
―This was before your diagnosis?‖ I asked. 
―Right, well, there was that, too.‖ He smiled with half his mouth. ―The day of the existentially 
fraught free throws was coincidentally also my last day of dual leggedness. I had a weekend 
between when they scheduled the amputation and when it happened. My own little glimpse of 
what Isaac is going through.‖ 
I nodded. I liked Augustus Waters. I really, really, really liked him. I liked the way his 
story ended with someone else. I liked his voice. I liked that he took existentially fraught free 
throws. I liked that he was a tenured professor in the Department of Slightly Crooked Smiles 
with a dual appointment in the Department of Having a Voice That Made My Skin Feel More 
Like Skin. And I liked that he had two names. I‘ve always liked people with two names, 
because you get to make up your mind what you call them: Gus or Augustus? Me, I was always 
just Hazel, univalent Hazel. 
“Do you have siblings?” I asked. 
―Huh?‖ he answered, seeming a little distracted. 
―You said that thing about watching kids play.‖ 
―Oh, yeah, no. I have nephews, from my half sisters. But they‘re older. They‘re like— 
DAD, HOW OLD ARE JULIE AND MARTHA?‖ ―Twenty-eight!‖ 
―They‘re like twenty-eight. They live in Chicago. They are both married to very fancy 
lawyer dudes. Or banker dudes. I can‘t remember. 
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We watched the movie with several inches of couch between us. I did the totally middle-
schooly thing wherein I put my hand on the couch about halfway between us to let him know 
that it was okay to hold it, but he didn‘t try. An hour into the movie, Augustus‘s parents came in 
and served us the enchiladas, which we ate on the couch, and they were pretty delicious.The 
movie was about this heroic guy in a mask who died heroically for Natalie Portman, who‘s 
pretty badass and very hot and does not have anything approaching my puffy steroid face. 
As the credits rolled, he said, ―Pretty great, huh?‖ 
―Pretty great,‖ I agreed, although it wasn‘t, really. It was kind of a boy movie. I don‘t 
know why boys expect us to like boy movies. We don‘t expect them to like girl movies. 
―I should get home. Class in the morning,‖ I said. 
I sat on the couch for a while as Augustus searched for his keys. His mom sat down next 
to me and said, 
―I just love this one, don‘t you?‖ I guess I had been looking toward the Encouragement 
above the TV, a drawing of an angel with the caption Without Pain, How Could We Know Joy? 
(This is an old argument in the field of Thinking About Suffering, and its stupidity and lack of 
sophistication could be plumbed for centuries, but suffice it to say that the existence of broccoli 
does not in any way affect the taste of chocolate.) ―Yes,‖ I said. ―A lovely thought.‖ 
 
I drove Augustus‘s car home with Augustus riding shotgun. He played me a couple songs 
he liked by a band called The Hectic Glow, and they were good songs, but because I didn‘t know 
them already, they weren‘t as good to me as they were to him. I kept glancing over at his leg, or 
the place where his leg had been, trying to imagine what the fake leg looked like. I didn‘t want to 
care about it, but I did a little. He probably cared about my oxygen. Illness repulses. I‘d learned 
that a long time ago, and I suspected Augustus had, too. As I pulled up outside of my house, 
Augustus clicked the radio off. The air thickened. He was probably thinking about kissing me, 
and I was definitely thinking about kissing him. Wondering if I wanted to. I‘d kissed boys, but it 
had been a while. Pre-Miracle. I put the car in park and looked over at him. He really was 
beautiful. I know boys aren‘t supposed to be, but he was. ―Hazel Grace,‖ he said, my name new 
and better in his voice. ―It has been a real pleasure to make your acquaintance.‖ ―Ditto, Mr. 
Waters,‖ I said. I felt shy looking at him. I could not match the intensity of his water blue eyes. 
 
“May I see you again?” he asked. There was an endearing nervousness in his voice. I 
smiled. 
―Sure.‖ 
―Tomorrow?‖ he asked. 
―Patience, grasshopper,‖ I counseled. ―You don‘t want to seem overeager.‖ 
―Right, that‘s why I said tomorrow,‖ he said. ―I want to see you again tonight. But I‘m 
willing to wait all night and much of tomorrow.‖ I rolled my eyes. ―I‘m serious,‖ he said. 
―You don‘t even know me,‖ I said. I grabbed the book from the center console. 
―How about I call you when I finish this?‖ ―But you don‘t even have my phone 
number,‖ he said. 
―I strongly suspect you wrote it in the book.‖ He broke out into that goofy smile. 
―And you say we don‘t know each other.‖ 
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I spent the next two hours writing an email to Peter Van Houten. It seemed to get worse 
each time I rewrote it, but I couldn‘t stop myself. 
 
Dear Mr. Peter Van 
Houten (c/o Lidewij Vliegenthart), 
 
My name is Hazel Grace Lancaster. My friend Augustus Waters, who read An Imperial 
Affliction at my recommendation, just received an email from you at this address. I hope you will 
not mind that Augustus shared that email with me. 
Mr. Van Houten, I understand from your email to Augustus that you are not planning to 
publish any more books. In a way, I am disappointed, but I‘m also relieved: I never have to 
worry whether your next book will live up to the magnificent perfection of the original. As a 
three-year survivor of Stage IV cancer, I can tell you that you got everything right in An Imperial 
Affliction. Or at least you got me right. Your book has a way of telling me what I‘m feeling 
before I even feel it, and I‘ve reread it dozens of times. 
I wonder, though, if you would mind answering a couple questions I have about what 
happens after the end of the novel. I understand the book ends because Anna dies or becomes too 
ill to continue writing it, but I would really like to know what happens to Anna‘s mom— 
whether she married the Dutch Tulip Man, whether she ever has another child, and whether she 
stays at 917 W. Temple, etc. Also, is the Dutch Tulip Man a fraud or does he really love them? 
What happens to Anna‘s friends—particularly Claire and Jake? Do they stay together? And 
lastly—I realize that this is the kind of deep and thoughtful question you always hoped your 
readers would ask— what becomes of Sisyphus the Hamster? These questions have haunted me 
for years—and I don‘t know how long I have left to get answers to them. 
I know these are not important literary questions and that your book is full of important 
literary questions, but I would just really like to know. And of course, if you ever do decide to 
write anything else, even if you don‘t want to publish it, I‘d love to read it. Frankly, I‘d read your 
grocery lists. 
 
Yours with great admiration, Hazel Grace 
Lancaster (age 16) 
 
After I sent it, I called Augustus back, and we stayed up late talking about An Imperial 
Affliction, and I read him the Emily Dickinson poem that Van Houten had used for the title, and 
he said I had a good voice for reading and didn‘t pause too long for the line breaks, and then he 
told me that the sixth Price of Dawn book, The Blood Approves, begins with a quote from a 
poem. It took him a minute to find the book, but finally he read the quote to me. 
―‗Say your life broke down. The last good kiss / You had was years ago.‘‖ 
―Not bad,‖ I said. ―Bit pretentious. I believe Max Mayhem would refer to that as ‗sissy 
shit.‘‖ 
―Yes, with his teeth gritted, no doubt. God, Mayhem grits his teeth a lot in these books. 
He‘s definitely going to get TMJ, if he survives all this combat.‖ And then after a second, Gus 
asked, ―When was the last good kiss you had?‖ I thought about it. My kissing—all 
prediagnosis—had been uncomfortable and slobbery, and on some level it always felt like kids 
playing at being grown. But of course it had been a while. ―Years ago,‖ I said finally. ―You?‖ 
“I had a few good kisses with my ex-girlfriend, Caroline Mathers.” ―Years 
ago?‖ ―The last one was just less than a year ago.‖ ―What happened?‖ 
―During the kiss?‖ 
―No, with you and Caroline.‖ 
―Oh,‖ he said. And then after a second, ―Caroline is no longer suffering from 
personhood.‖ ―Oh,‖ I said. 
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―Yeah,‖ he said. 
―I‘m sorry,‖ I said. I‘d known plenty of dead people, of course. But I‘d never dated one. 
I couldn‘t even imagine it, really. “Not your fault, Hazel Grace. We’re all just side effects, 
right?” 
―‗Barnacles on the container ship of consciousness,‘‖ I said, quoting AIA. 
―Okay,‖ he said. “I gotta go to sleep. It’s almost one.” 
―Okay,‖ I said. 
―Okay,‖ he said. I giggled and said, 
―Okay.‖ And then the line was quiet but not dead. I almost felt like he was there in my 
room with me, but in a way it was better, like I was not in my room and he was not in his, but 
instead we were together in some invisible and tenuous third space that could only be visited 
on the phone. 
―Okay,‖ he said after forever. ―Maybe okay will be our always. 
―Okay,‖ I said. It was Augustus who finally hung up. 
Peter Van Houten replied to Augustus‘s email four hours after he sent it, but two days 
later, Van Houten still hadn‘t replied to me. Augustus assured me it was because my email was 
better and required a more thoughtful response, that Van Houten was busy writing answers to my 
questions, and that brilliant prose took time. But still I worried. On Wednesday during American 
Poetry for Dummies 101, I got a text from Augustus:Isaac out of surgery. It went well. He‘s 
officially NEC. NEC meant ―no evidence of cancer.‖ A second text came a few seconds later. I 
mean, he‘s blind. So that‘s unfortunate. That afternoon, Mom consented to loan me the car so I 
could drive down to Memorial to check in on Isaac. I found my way to his room on the fifth 
floor, knocking even though the door was open, and a woman‘s voice said, ―Come in.‖ It was a 
nurse who was doing something to the bandages on Isaac‘s eyes. 
―Hey, Isaac,‖ I said. 
And he said, 
―Mon?‖ 
―Oh, no. Sorry. No, it‘s, um, Hazel. Um, Support Group Hazel? Night-of-the-broken- 
trophies Hazel?‖ 
―Oh,‖ he said. ―Yeah, people keep saying my other senses will improve to compensate, 
but CLEARLY NOT YET. Hi, Support Group Hazel. Come over here so I can examine your 
face with my hands and see deeper into your soul than a sighted person ever could.‖ 
―He‘s kidding,‖ the nurse said. 
―Yes,‖ I said. ―I realize.‖ I took a few steps toward the bed. I pulled a chair up and sat 
down, took his hand. ―Hey,‖ I said. ―Hey,‖ he said back. Then nothing for a while. 
―How you feeling?‖ I 
asked. ―Okay,‖ he said. 
―I don‘t know.‖ 
―You don‘t know what?‖ I asked. I looked at his hand because I didn‘t want to look at his 
face blindfolded by bandages. Isaac bit his nails, and I could see some blood on the corners of a 
couple of his cuticles. 
―She hasn‘t even visited,‖ he said. ―I mean, we were together fourteen months. Fourteen 
months is a long time. God, that hurts.‖ Isaac let go of my hand to fumble for his pain pump, 
which you hit to give yourself a wave of narcotics. The nurse, having finished the bandage 
change, stepped back. 
―It‘s only been a day, Isaac,‖ she said, vaguely condescending. 
―You‘ve gotta give yourself time to heal. And fourteen months isn‟t that long, not in the 
scheme of things. You‘re just getting started, buddy. You‘ll see.‖ The nurse left. 
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―Is she gone?‖ 
I nodded, then realized he couldn‘t see me nod. ―Yeah,‖ I said. ―I‘ll see? Really? Did she 
seriously say that?‖ 
―Qualities of a Good Nurse: Go,‖ I said. 
―1. Doesn‘t pun on your disability,‖ Isaac 
said. ―2. Gets blood on the first try,‖ I said. 
―Seriously, that is huge. I mean is this my freaking arm or a dartboard? 3. No 
condescending voice.‖ 
―How are you doing, sweetie?‖ I asked, cloying. ―I‘m going to stick you with a needle 
now. There might be a little ouchie.‖ 
―Is my wittle fuffywump sickywicky?‖ he answered. And then after a second, ―Most of 
them are good, actually. I just want the hell out of this place.‖ 
―This place as in the hospital?‖ 
―That, too,‖ he said. His mouth tightened. I could see the pain. ―Honestly, I think a hell of 
a lot more about Monica than my eye. Is that crazy? That‘s crazy.‖ 
―It‘s a little crazy,‖ I allowed. 
―But I believe in true love, you know? I don‘t believe that everybody gets to keep their 
eyes or not get sick or whatever, but everybody should have true love, and it should last at least 
as long as your life does.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ I said. 
―I just wish the whole thing hadn‘t happened sometimes. The whole cancer thing.‖ His 
speech was slowing down. The medicine working. 
“I’m sorry,” I said. 
―Gus was here earlier. He was here when I woke up. Took off school. He . . .‖ His head 
turned to the side a little. ―It‘s better,‖ he said quietly. 
―The pain?‖ I asked. He nodded a little. 
―Good,‖ I said. And then, like the bitch I am: ―You were saying something about Gus?‖ 
But he was gone. I went downstairs to the tiny windowless gift shop and asked the decrepit 
volunteer sitting on a stool behind a cash register what kind of flowers smell the strongest. 
―They all smell the same. They get sprayed with Super Scent,‖ she said. 
―Really?‖ 
―Yeah, they just squirt ‘em with it.‖ 
I opened the cooler to her left and sniffed at a dozen roses, and then leaned over some 
carnations. Same smell, and lots of it. The carnations were cheaper, so I grabbed a dozen yellow 
ones. They cost fourteen dollars. I went back into the room; his mom was there, holding his 
hand. She was young and really pretty. 
―Are you a friend?‖ she asked, which struck me as one of those unintentionally broad 
and unanswerable questions. 
―Um, yeah,‖ I said. ―I‘m from Support Group. These are for him.‖ She took them and 
placed them in her lap. 
―Do you know Monica?‖ she asked. I shook my head no. 
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―Well, he‘s sleeping,‖ she said. 
―Yeah. I talked to him a little before, when they were doing the bandages or whatever.‖ ―I 
hated leaving him for that but I had to pick up Graham at school,‖ she said. 
―He did okay,‖ I told her. She nodded. ―I should let him sleep.‖ She nodded again. I left. 
The next morning I woke up early and checked my email first thing. 
lidewij.vliegenthart@gmail.com had finally replied. 
Dear Ms. Lancaster, 
I fear your faith has been misplaced—but then, faith usually is. I cannot answer your 
questions, at least not in writing, because to write out such answers would constitute a sequel to 
An Imperial Affliction, which you might publish or otherwise share on the network that has 
replaced the brains of your generation. There is the telephone, but then you might record the 
conversation. Not that I don‘t trust you, of course, but I don‘t trust you. Alas, dear Hazel, I could 
never answer such questions except in person, and you are there, while I am here. 
That noted, I must confess that the unexpected receipt of your correspondence via Ms. 
Vliegenthart has delighted me: What a wondrous thing to know that I made something useful to 
you—even if that book seems so distant from me that I feel it was written by a different man 
altogether. (The author of that novel was so thin, so frail, so comparatively optimistic!) Should 
you find yourself in Amsterdam, however, please do pay a visit at your leisure. I am usually 
home. I would even allow you a peek at my grocery lists. 
Yours most sincerely, Peter Van 
Houten c/o Lidewij Vliegenthart 
―WHAT?!‖ I shouted aloud. ―WHAT IS THIS LIFE?‖ Mom ran in. ―What‘s wrong?‖ 
“Nothing,” I assured her. 
Still nervous, Mom knelt down to check on Philip to ensure he was condensing oxygen 
appropriately. I imagined sitting at a sun-drenched café with Peter Van Houten as he leaned 
across the table on his elbows, speaking in a soft voice so no one else would hear the truth of 
what happened to the characters I‘d spent years thinking about. He‘d said he couldn‘t tell me 
except in person, and then invited me to Amsterdam. I explained this to Mom, and then said, 
―I have to go.‖ 
―Hazel, I love you, and you know I‘d do anything for you, but we don‘t—we don‘t have 
the money for international travel, and the expense of getting equipment over there—love, it‘s 
just not—‖ 
―Yeah,‖ I said, cutting her off. I realized I‘d been silly even to consider it. 
―Don‘t worry about it.‖ But she looked worried. 
―It‘s really important to you, yeah?‖ she asked, sitting down, a hand on my calf. 
―It would be pretty amazing,‖ I said, ―to be the only person who knows what happens 
besides him.‖ ―That would be amazing,‖ she said. ―I‘ll talk to your father.‖ 
―No, don‘t,‖ I said. ―Just, seriously, don‘t spend any money on it please. I‘ll think of 
something.‖ 
It occurred to me that the reason my parents had no money was me. I‘d sapped the family 
savings with Phalanxifor copays, and Mom couldn‘t work because she had taken on the full-time 
profession of Hovering Over Me. I didn‘t want to put them even further into debt. I told Mom I 
wanted to call Augustus to get her out of the room, because I couldn‘t handle her I- can‘t-make-
my-daughter‘s-dreams-come-true sad face. Augustus Waters–style, I read him the letter in lieu of 
saying hello. 
―Wow,‖ he said. 
―I know, right?‖ I said. “How am I going to get to Amsterdam?” 
―Do you have a Wish?‖ he asked, referring to this organization, The Genie Foundation, 
which is in the business of granting sick kids one wish. 
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―No,‖ I said. ―I used my Wish pre-Miracle.‖ ―What‘d you do?‖ I sighed 
loudly. ―I was thirteen,‖ I said. 
―Not Disney,‖ he said. I said nothing. 
―You did not go to Disney World.‖ I said nothing. 
―Hazel GRACE!‖ he shouted. ―You did not use your one dying Wish to go to Disney 
World with your parents.‖ 
―Also Epcot Center,‖ I mumbled. 
―Oh, my God,‖ Augustus said. ―I can‘t believe I have a crush on a girl with such cliché 
wishes.‖ 
“I was thirteen,” I said again, although of course I was only thinking crush crush crush 
crush crush. I was flattered but changed the subject immediately. ―Shouldn‘t you be in school or 
something?‖ 
―I‘m playing hooky to hang out with Isaac, but he‘s sleeping, so I‘m in the atrium doing 
geometry.‖ ―How‘s he doing?‖ I asked. 
―I can‘t tell if he‘s just not ready to confront the seriousness of his disability or if he 
really does care more about getting dumped by Monica, but he won‘t talk about anything else.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ I said. ―How long‘s he gonna be in the hospital?‖ 
―Few days. Then he goes to this rehab or something for a while, but he gets to sleep at 
home, I think.‖ ―Sucks,‖ I said. 
―I see his mom. I gotta go.‖ 
―Okay,‖ I said. 
―Okay,‖ he answered. I could hear his crooked smile. 
On Saturday, my parents and I went down to the farmers‘ market in Broad Ripple. It was 
sunny, a rarity for Indiana in April, and everyone at the farmers‘ market was wearing short 
sleeves even though the temperature didn‘t quite justify it. We Hoosiers are excessively 
optimistic about summer. Mom and I sat next to each other on a bench across from a goat- soap 
maker, a man in overalls who had to explain to every single person who walked by that yes, they 
were his goats, and no, goat soap does not smell like goats. My phone rang. 
―Who is it?‖ Mom asked before I could even 
check. ―I don‘t know,‖ I said. It was Gus, though. 
―Are you currently at your house?‖ he asked. 
―Um, no,‖ I said. 
―That was a trick question. I knew the answer, because I am currently at your house.‖ 
―Oh. Um. Well, we are on our way, I guess?‖ 
―Awesome. See you soon.‖ 
 
Augustus Waters was sitting on the front step as we pulled into the driveway. He was 
holding a bouquet of bright orange tulips just beginning to bloom, and wearing an Indiana Pacers 
jersey under his fleece, a wardrobe choice that seemed utterly out of character, although it did 
look quite good on him. He pushed himself up off the stoop, handed me the tulips, and asked, 
―Wanna go on a picnic?‖ I nodded, taking the flowers. My dad walked up behind me and shook 
Gus‘s hand. ―Is that a Rik Smits jersey?‖ my dad asked. 
―Indeed it is.‖ 
―God, I loved that guy,‖ Dad said, and immediately they were engrossed in a basketball 
conversation I could not (and did not want to) join, so I took my tulips inside. 
―Do you want me to put those in a vase?‖ Mom asked as I walked in, a huge smile on 
her face. 
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―No, it‘s okay,‖ I told her. If we‘d put them in a vase in the living room, they would have 
been everyone‘s flowers. I wanted them to be my flowers. I went to my room but didn‘t change. I 
brushed my hair and teeth and put on some lip gloss and the smallest possible dab of perfume. I 
kept looking at the flowers. They were aggressively orange, almost too orange to be pretty. I 
didn‘t have a vase or anything, so I took my toothbrush out of my toothbrush holder and filled it 
halfway with water and left the flowers there in the bathroom. When I reentered  my room, I 
could hear people talking, so I sat on the edge of my bed for a while and listened through my 
hollow bedroom door: 
Dad: ―So you met Hazel at Support Group.‖ 
Augustus: ―Yes, sir. This is a lovely house you’ve got. I like your artwork.‖ Mom: 
―Thank you, Augustus.‖ 
Dad: ―You‘re a survivor yourself, then?‖ 
Augustus: ―I am. I didn‘t cut this fella off for the sheer unadulterated pleasure of it, 
although it is an excellent weight-loss strategy. Legs are heavy!‖ 
Dad: ―And how‘s your health now?‖ Augustus: ―NEC for fourteen months.‖ 
Mom: ―That‘s wonderful. The treatment options these days—it really is remarkable.‖ 
Augustus: ―I know. I‘m lucky.‖ 
Dad: ―You have to understand that Hazel is still sick, Augustus, and will be for the rest of 
her life. She‘ll want to keep up with you, but her lungs—‖ At which point I emerged, silencing 
him. 
―So where are you going?‖ asked Mom. Augustus stood up and leaned over to her, 
whispering the answer, and then held a finger to his lips. 
―Shh,‖ he told her. 
―It‘s a secret.‖ Mom smiled. 
―You‘ve got your phone?‖ she asked me. I held it up as evidence, tilted my oxygen cart 
onto its front wheels, and started walking. Augustus hustled over, offering me his arm, which I 
took. My fingers wrapped around his biceps. 
 
Unfortunately, he insisted upon driving, so the surprise could be a surprise. As we 
shuddered toward our destination, I said, 
―You nearly charmed the pants off my mom.‖ 
―Yeah, and your dad is a Smits fan, which helps. You think they liked 
me?‖ ―Sure they did. Who cares, though? They‘re just parents.‖ 
―They‘re your parents,‖ he said, glancing over at me. ―Plus, I like being liked. Is that 
crazy?‖ 
―Well, you don‘t have to rush to hold doors open or smother me in compliments for me to 
like you.‖ He slammed the brakes, and I flew forward hard enough that my breathing felt weird 
and tight. I thought of the PET scan. Don‟t worry. Worry is useless. I worried anyway. We burned 
rubber, roaring away from a stop sign before turning left onto the misnomered Grandview 
(there‘s a view of a golf course, I guess, but nothing grand). The only thing I could think of in 
this direction was the cemetery. Augustus reached into the center console, flipped open a full 
pack of cigarettes, and removed one. 
―Do you ever throw them away?‖ I asked him. 
―One of the many benefits of not smoking is that packs of cigarettes last forever,‖ he 
answered. 
―I‘ve had this one for almost a year. A few of them are broken near the filters, but I think 
this pack could easily get me to my eighteenth birthday.‖ He held the filter between his fingers, 
then put it in his mouth. 
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―So, okay,‖ he said. ―Okay. Name some things that you never see in Indianapolis.‖ 
―Um. Skinny adults,‖ I said. He laughed. ―Good. Keep going.‖ 
―Mmm, beaches. Family-owned restaurants. Topography.‖ 
―All excellent examples of things we lack. Also, culture.‖ 
―Yeah, we are a bit short on culture,‖ I said, finally realizing where he was taking me. 
―Are we going to the museum?‖ ―In a manner of speaking.‖ 
―Oh, are we going to that park or whatever?‖ Gus looked a bit deflated. 
―Yes, we are going to that park or whatever,‖ he said. 
―You‘ve figured it out, haven‘t 
you? ―Um, figured what out?‖ 
―Nothing.‖ 
 
There was this park behind the museum where a bunch of artists had made big 
sculptures. I‘d heard about it but had never visited. We drove past the museum and parked 
right next to this basketball court filled with huge blue and red steel arcs that imagined the 
path of a bouncing ball. We walked down what passes for a hill in Indianapolis to this clearing 
where kids were climbing all over this huge oversize skeleton sculpture. The bones were each 
about waist high, and the thighbone was longer than me. It looked like a child‘s drawing of a 
skeleton rising up out of the ground. My shoulder hurt. I worried the cancer had spread from 
my lungs. I imagined the tumor metastasizing into my own bones, boring holes into my 
skeleton, a slithering eel of insidious intent. 
“Funky Bones,” Augustus said. 
―Created by Joep Van 
Lieshout.‖ ―Sounds Dutch.‖ 
―He is,‖ Gus said. ―So is Rik Smits. So are tulips.‖ Gus stopped in the middle of the 
clearing with the bones right in front of us and slipped his backpack off one shoulder, then the 
other. He unzipped it, producing an orange blanket, a pint of orange juice, and some 
sandwiches wrapped in plastic wrap with the crusts cut off. 
“What’s with all the orange?” I asked, still not wanting to let myself imagine that all 
this would lead to Amsterdam. ―National color of the Netherlands, of course. You remember 
William of Orange and everything?‖ 
―He wasn‘t on the GED test.‖ I smiled, trying to contain my excitement. ―Sandwich?‖ 
he asked. 
―Let me guess,‖ I said. 
―Dutch cheese. And tomato. The tomatoes are from Mexico. Sorry.‖ 
―You‘re always such a disappointment, Augustus. Couldn‘t you have at least gotten 
orange tomatoes?‖ He laughed, and we ate our sandwiches in silence, watching the kids play 
on the sculpture. I couldn‘t very well ask him about it, so I just sat there surrounded by 
Dutchness, feeling awkward and hopeful. In the distance, soaked in the unblemished sunlight 
so rare and precious in our hometown, a gaggle of kids made a skeleton into a playground, 
jumping back and forth among the prosthetic bones. 
―Two things I love about this sculpture,‖ Augustus said. He was holding the unlit 
cigarette between his fingers, flicking at it as if to get rid of the ash. He placed it back in his 
mouth. ―First, the bones are just far enough apart that if you‘re a kid, you cannot resist the 
urge to jump between them. Like, you just have to jump from rib cage to skull. Which means 
that, second, the sculpture essentially forces children to play on bones. The symbolic 
resonances are endless, Hazel Grace.‖ 
―You do love symbols,‖ I said, hoping to steer the conversation back toward the many 
symbols of the Netherlands at our picnic. 
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At some point, I realized I was Kaitlyning the encounter, so I decided to text Kaitlyn 
and ask for some advice. She called immediately. “I have a boy problem,” I said. 
―DELICIOUS,‖ Kaitlyn responded. I told her all about it, complete with the awkward 
face touching, leaving out only Amsterdam and Augustus‘s name. ―You‘re sure he‘s hot?‖ she 
asked when I was finished. 
―Pretty sure,‖ I said. ―Athletic?‖ 
―Yeah, he used to play basketball for North Central.‖ ―Wow. How‘d you meet 
him?‖ ―This hideous Support Group.‖ 
―Huh,‖ Kaitlyn said. ―Out of curiosity, how many legs does this guy have?‖ 
―Like, 1.4,‖ I said, smiling. Basketball players were famous in Indiana, and although 
Kaitlyn didn‘t go to North Central, her social connectivity was endless. 
―Augustus Waters,‖ she said. ―Um, maybe?‖ 
―Oh, my God. I‘ve seen him at parties. The things I would do to that boy. I mean, not 
now that I know you‘re interested in him. But, oh, sweet holy Lord, I would ride that one- 
legged pony all the way around the corral.‖ 
―Kaitlyn,‖ I said. 
―Sorry. Do you think you‘d have to be on top?‖ ―Kaitlyn,‖ I said. 
―What were we talking about. Right, you and Augustus Waters. Maybe . . . are you 
gay?
‖ 
 
―I don‘t think so? I mean, I definitely like him.‖ 
―Does he have ugly hands? Sometimes beautiful people have ugly hands.‖ 
―No, he has kind of amazing hands.‖ 
―Hmm,‖ she said. ―Hmm,‖ I said. 
 
After a second, Kaitlyn said, ―Remember Derek? He broke up with me last week 
because he‘d decided there was something fundamentally incompatible about us deep down 
and that we‘d only get hurt more if we played it out. He called it preemptive dumping. So 
maybe you have this premonition that there is something fundamentally incompatible and 
you‘re preempting the preemption.‖ 
―Hmm,‖ I said. 
―I‘m just thinking out loud here.‖ ―Sorry about Derek.‖ 
―Oh, I got over it, darling. It took me a sleeve of Girl Scout Thin Mints and forty 
minutes to get over that boy.‖ I laughed. ―Well, thanks, Kaitlyn.‖ 
―In the event you do hook up with him, I expect lascivious details.‖ 
―But of course,‖ I said, and then Kaitlyn made a kissy sound into the phone and I 
said, ―Bye,‖ and she hung up. 
 
* * * 
I realized while listening to Kaitlyn that I didn‘t have a premonition of hurting him. I 
had a postmonition. I pulled out my laptop and looked up Caroline Mathers. The physical 
similarities were striking: same steroidally round face, same nose, same approximate overall 
body shape. But her eyes were dark brown (mine are green) and her complexion was much 
darker—Italian or something. Thousands of people—literally thousands—had left condolence 
messages for her. It was an endless scroll of people who missed her, so many that it took me 
an hour of clicking to get past the I‟m sorry you‟re dead wall posts to the I‟m praying for you 
wall posts. She‘d died a year ago of brain cancer. I was able to click through to some of her 
pictures. Augustus was in a bunch of the earlier ones: pointing with a thumbs-up to the jagged  
 
scar across her bald skull; arm in arm at Memorial Hospital‘s playground, with their 
backs facing the camera; kissing while Caroline held the camera out, so you could only see 
their noses and closed eyes. 
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The most recent pictures were all of her before, when she was healthy, uploaded 
postmortem by friends: a beautiful girl, wide-hipped and curvy, with long, straight deadblack 
hair falling over her face. My healthy self looked very little like her healthy self. But our 
cancer selves might‘ve been sisters. No wonder he‘d stared at me the first time he saw me. 
I kept clicking back to this one wall post, written two months ago, nine months after 
she died, by one of her friends. We all miss you so much. It just never ends. It feels like we were 
all wounded in your battle, Caroline. I miss you. I love you. After a while, Mom and Dad 
announced it was time for dinner. I shut down the computer and got up, but I couldn‘t get the 
wall post out of my mind, and for some reason it made me nervous and unhungry. I kept 
thinking about my shoulder, which hurt, and also I still had the headache, but maybe only 
because I‘d been thinking about a girl who‘d died of brain cancer. I kept telling myself to 
compartmentalize, to be here now at the circular table (arguably too large in diameter for three 
people and definitely too large for two) with this soggy broccoli and a black-bean burger that 
all the ketchup in the world could not adequately moisten. I told myself that imagining a met 
in my brain or my shoulder would not affect the invisible reality going on inside of me, and 
that therefore all such thoughts were wasted moments in a life composed of a definitionally 
finite set of such moments. I even tried to tell myself to live my best life today. 
For the longest time I couldn‘t figure out why something a stranger had written on the 
Internet to a different (and deceased) stranger was bothering me so much and making me 
worry that there was something inside my brain—which really did hurt, although I knew from 
years of experience that pain is a blunt and nonspecific diagnostic instrument. Because there 
had not been an earthquake in Papua New Guinea that day, my parents were all hyperfocused 
on me, and so I could not hide this flash flood of anxiety. 
―Is everything all right?‖ asked Mom as I ate. 
―Uh-huh,‖ I said. I took a bite of burger. Swallowed. Tried to say something that a 
normal person whose brain was not drowning in panic would say. ―Is there broccoli in the 
burgers?‖ 
―A little,‖ Dad said. ―Pretty exciting that you might go to Amsterdam.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ I said. I tried not to think about the word wounded, which of 
course is a way of thinking about it. ―Hazel,‖ Mom said. ―Where are you right 
now?‖ 
“Just thinking, I guess,” I said. ―Twitterpated,‖ my dad said, smiling. 
―I am not a bunny, and I am not in love with Gus Waters or anyone,‖ I answered, way 
too defensively. Wounded. Like Caroline Mathers had been a bomb and when she blew up 
everyone around her was left with embedded shrapnel. Dad asked me if I was working on 
anything for school. ―I‘ve got some very advanced Algebra homework,‖ I told him. 
―So advanced that I couldn‘t possibly explain it to a layperson.‖ 
―And how‘s your friend Isaac?‖ ―Blind,‖ I said. 
―You‘re being very teenagery today,‖ Mom said. She seemed annoyed about it. ―Isn‘t 
this what you wanted, Mom? For me to be teenagery?‖ 
―Well, not necessarily this kinda teenagery, but of course your father and I are 
excited to see you become a young woman, making friends, going on dates.‖ 
―I‘m not going on dates,‖ I said. 
―I don‘t want to go on dates with anyone. It‘s a terrible idea and a huge waste of 
time and—‖ 
―Honey,‖ my mom 
said. ―What‘s wrong?‖ 
 73  
 
―I shouldn‘t,‖ she said, ―but I‘m a rebel.‖ She gave me another plastic spoonful of 
crushed ice. I mumbled a thank-you. Praise God for good nurses. 
―Getting tired?‖ she asked. I nodded. 
―Sleep for a while,‖ she said. 
―I‘ll try to run interference and give you a couple hours before somebody comes in to 
check vitals and the like.‖ I said Thanks again. You say thanks a lot in a hospital. I tried to 
settle into the bed. ―You‘re not gonna ask about your boyfriend?‖ she asked. 
―Don‘t have one,‖ I told her. 
―Well, there‘s a kid who has hardly left the waiting room since you got here,‖ she 
said.  
―He hasn‘t seen me like this, has he?‖ 
―No. Family only.‖ I nodded and sank into an aqueous sleep. 
 
It would take me six days to get home, six undays of staring at acoustic ceiling tile 
and watching television and sleeping and pain and wishing for time to pass. I did not see 
Augustus or anyone other than my parents. My hair looked like a bird‘s nest; my shuffling 
gait like a dementia patient‘s. I felt a little better each day, though: Each sleep ended to reveal 
a person who seemed a bit more like me. Sleep fights cancer, Regular Dr. Jim said for the 
thousandth time as he hovered over me one morning surrounded by a coterie of medical 
students. 
―Then I am a cancer-fighting machine,‖ I told him. 
―That you are, Hazel. Keep resting, and hopefully we‘ll get you home soon.‖ 
On Tuesday, they told me I‘d go home on Wednesday. On Wednesday, two minimally 
supervised medical students removed my chest tube, which felt like getting stabbed in reverse 
and generally didn‘t go very well, so they decided I‘d have to stay until Thursday. I was 
beginning to think that I was the subject of some existentialist experiment in permanently 
delayed gratification when Dr. Maria showed up on Friday morning, sniffed around me for a 
minute, and told me I was good to go. So Mom opened her oversize purse to reveal that she‘d 
had my Go Home Clothes with her all along. A nurse came in and took out my IV. I felt 
untethered even though I still had the oxygen tank to carry around with me. I went into the 
bathroom, took my first shower in a week, got dressed, and when I got out, I was so tired I had 
to lie down and get my breath. Mom asked, 
―Do you want to see Augustus?‖ 
―I guess,‖ I said after a minute. I stood up and shuffled over to one of the molded 
plastic chairs against the wall, tucking my tank beneath the chair. It wore me out. Dad came 
back with Augustus a few minutes later. His hair was messy, sweeping down over his 
forehead. He lit up with a real Augustus Waters Goofy Smile when he saw me, and I couldn‘t 
help but smile back. He sat down in the blue faux-leather recliner next to my chair. He leaned 
in toward me, seemingly incapable of stifling the smile. Mom and Dad left us alone, which 
felt awkward. I worked hard to meet his eyes, even though they were the kind of pretty that‘s 
hard to look at. 
“I missed you,” Augustus said. My voice was smaller than I wanted it to 
be. ―Thanks for not trying to see me when I looked like hell.‖ 
―To be fair, you still look pretty bad.‖ I laughed. 
―I missed you, too. I just don‘t want you to see . . . all this. I just want, like . . . It 
doesn‘t matter. You don‘t always get what you want.‖ 
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I couldn‘t stop thinking about that during the whole Cancer Team Meeting. I couldn‘t get 
it out of my head, how she sounded when she said that, like she would never be okay again, 
which probably she wouldn‘t. Anyway, eventually we decided to keep things the same only with 
more frequent fluid drainings. At the end, I asked if I could travel to Amsterdam, and Dr. 
Simons actually and literally laughed, but then Dr. Maria said, 
―Why not?‖ And Simons said, dubiously, 
―Why not?‖ And Dr. Maria said, ―Yeah, I don‘t see why not. They‘ve got oxygen on the 
planes, after all.‖ Dr. Simons said, 
―Are they just going to gate-check a BiPAP?‖ And Maria 
said, ―Yeah, or have one waiting for her.‖ 
―Placing a patient—one of the most promising Phalanxifor survivors, no less—an eight- 
hour flight from the only physicians intimately familiar with her case? That‘s a recipe for 
disaster.‖ Dr. Maria shrugged. 
―It would increase some risks,‖ she acknowledged, but then turned to me and said, ―But 
it‘s your life.‖ Except not really. On the car ride home, my parents agreed: I would not be going 
to Amsterdam unless and until there was medical agreement that it would be safe. 
 
* *  * 
 
Augustus called that night after dinner. I was already in bed—after dinner had become 
my bedtime for the moment—propped up with a gajillion pillows and also Bluie, with my 
computer on my lap. I picked up, saying, 
―Bad news,‖ and he said, 
―Shit, what?‖ 
“I can’t go to Amsterdam. One of my doctors thinks it’s a bad idea.” He was quiet 
for a second. ―God,‖ he said. ―I should‘ve just paid for it myself. Should‘ve just taken you 
straight from the Funky Bones to Amsterdam.‖ 
―But then I would‘ve had a probably fatal episode of deoxygenation in Amsterdam, and 
my body would have been shipped home in the cargo hold of an airplane,‖ I said. 
―Well, yeah,‖ he said. ―But before that, my grand romantic gesture would have totally 
gotten me laid.‖ I laughed pretty hard, hard enough that I felt where the chest tube had been. 
―You laugh because it‘s true,‖ he said.I laughed again. 
―It‘s true, isn‘t it!‖ 
―Probably not,‖ I said, and then after a moment added, ―although you never know.‖ He 
moaned in misery. ―I‘m gonna die a virgin,‖ he said. 
―You‘re a virgin?‖ I asked, surprised. 
―Hazel Grace,‖ he said, “do you have a pen and a piece of paper?” I said I did. 
―Okay, please draw a circle.‖ I did. ―Now draw a smaller circle within that circle.‖ I did. 
―The larger circle is virgins. The smaller circle is seventeen-year-old guys with one leg.‖ 
I laughed again, and told him that having most of your social engagements occur at a children‘s 
hospital also did not encourage promiscuity, and then we talked about Peter Van Houten‘s 
amazingly brilliant comment about the sluttiness of time, and even though I was in bed and he 
was in his basement, it really felt like we were back in that uncreated third space, which was a 
place I really liked visiting with him. Then I got off the phone and my mom and dad came into 
my room, and even though it was really not big enough for all three of us, they lay on either side 
of the bed with me and we all watched ANTM on the little TV in my room. This girl I didn‘t like, 
Selena, got kicked off, which made me really happy for some reason. Then Mom hooked me up 
to the BiPAP and tucked me in, and Dad kissed me on the forehead, the kiss all stubble, and then 
I closed my eyes. 
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―Thanks for offering to come over.‖ 
―You realize that trying to keep your distance from me will not lessen my affection for 
you,‖ he said. 
―I guess?‖ I said. 
―All efforts to save me from you will fail,‖ he said. 
―Why? Why would you even like me? Haven‘t you put yourself through enough of 
this?‖ I asked, thinking of Caroline Mathers. Gus didn‘t answer. He just held on to me, his 
fingers strong against my left arm. 
―We gotta do something about this frigging swing set,‖ he said. 
―I‘m telling you, it‘s ninety percent of the problem.‖ Once I‘d recovered, we went inside 
and sat down on the couch right next to each other, the laptop half on his (fake) knee and half on 
mine. 
―Hot,‖ I said of the laptop‘s base. 
―Is it now?‖ He smiled. Gus loaded this giveaway site called Free No Catch and together 
we wrote an ad. 
―Headline?‖ he asked. 
―‗Swing Set Needs Home,‘‖ I said. 
―‗Desperately Lonely Swing Set Needs Loving Home,‘‖ he said. 
―‗Lonely, Vaguely Pedophilic Swing Set Seeks the Butts of Children,‘‖ I said. He 
laughed. ―That‘s why.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―That‘s why I like you. Do you realize how rare it is to come across a hot girl who 
creates an adjectival version of the word pedophile? You are so busy being you that you have no 
idea how utterly unprecedented you are.‖ I took a deep breath through my nose. There was 
never enough air in the world, but the shortage was particularly acute in that moment. We wrote 
the ad together, editing each other as we went. In the end, we settled upon this: 
Desperately Lonely Swing Set Needs Loving Home 
 
One swing set, well worn but structurally sound, seeks new home. Make memories with 
your kid or kids so that someday he or she or they will look into the backyard and feel  the ache 
of sentimentality as desperately as I did this afternoon. It‘s all fragile and fleeting, dear reader, 
but with this swing set, your child(ren) will be introduced to the ups and downs of human life 
gently and safely, and may also learn the most important lesson of all: No matter how hard you 
kick, no matter how high you get, you can‘t go all the way around. Swing set currently resides 
near 83rd and Spring Mill. 
After that, we turned on the TV for a little while, but we couldn‘t find anything to watch, 
so I grabbed An Imperial Affliction off the bedside table and brought it back into the living room 
and Augustus Waters read to me while Mom, making lunch, listened in.“„Mother‟s glass eye 
turned inward,‟” Augustus began. As he read, I fell in love the way you fall asleep: slowly, and 
then all at once. When I checked my email an hour later, I learned that we had plenty of swing-
set suitors to choose from. In the end, we picked a guy named Daniel Alvarez who‘d included a 
picture of his three kids playing video games with the subject line I just want them to go outside. 
I emailed him back and told him to pick it up at his leisure. Augustus asked if I wanted to go 
with him to Support Group, but I was really tired from my busy day of Having Cancer, so I 
passed. We were sitting there on the couch together, and he pushed himself up to go but then 
fell back down onto the couch and sneaked a kiss onto my cheek. 
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―Augustus!‖ I said. 
―Friendly,‖ he said. He pushed himself up again and really stood this time, then took two 
steps over to my mom and said, ―Always a pleasure to see you,‖ and my mom opened her arms 
to hug him, whereupon Augustus leaned in and kissed my mom on the cheek. He turned back to 
me. ―See?‖ he asked. I went to bed right after dinner, the BiPAP drowning out the world beyond 
my room. I never saw the swing set again. 
 
* * * 
 
I slept for a long time, ten hours, possibly because of the slow recovery and possibly 
because sleep fights cancer and possibly because I was a teenager with no particular wake-up 
time. I wasn‘t strong enough yet to go back to classes at MCC. When I finally felt like getting 
up, I removed the BiPAP snout from my nose, put my oxygen nubbins in, turned them on, and 
then grabbed my laptop from beneath my bed, where I‘d stashed it the night before. I had an 
email from Lidewij Vliegenthart. 
 
Dear Hazel, 
 
I have received word via the Genies that you will be visiting us with Augustus Waters 
and your mother beginning on 4th of May. Only a week away! Peter and I are delighted and 
cannot wait to make your acquaintance. Your hotel, the Filosoof, is just one street away from 
Peter‘s home. Perhaps we should give you one day for the jet lag, yes? So if convenient, we will 
meet you at Peter‘s home on the morning of 5th May at perhaps ten o‘clock for a cup of coffee 
and for him to answer questions you have about his book. And then perhaps afterward we can 
tour a museum or the Anne Frank House? 
 
With all best wishes, Lidewij Vliegenthart 
Executive Assistant to Mr. Peter Van Houten, author of An Imperial Affliction 
* * * 
 
―Mom,‖ I said. She didn‘t answer. ―MOM!‖ I shouted. Nothing. Again, louder, 
―MOM!‖ She ran in wearing a threadbare pink towel under her armpits, dripping, vaguely 
panicked. 
―What‘s wrong?‖ ―Nothing. Sorry, I didn‘t know you were in the shower,‖ I 
said. ―Bath,‖ she said. ―I was just . . .‖ She closed her eyes. 
―Just trying to take a bath for five seconds. Sorry. What‘s going on?‖ 
―Can you call the Genies and tell them the trip is off? I just got an email from Peter Van 
Houten‘s assistant. She thinks we‘re coming.‖ She pursed her lips and squinted past me. 
―What?‖ I asked. 
―I‘m not supposed to tell you until your father gets home.‖ “What?” I asked again. 
―Trip‘s on,‖ she said finally. ―Dr. Maria called us last night and made a convincing case 
that you need to live your—‖ 
“MOM, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!” I shouted, and she came to the bed and let me 
hug her. I texted Augustus because I knew he was in school: Still free May three? :-) He texted 
back immediately. Everything‘s coming up Waters. If I could just stay alive for a week, I‘d 
know the unwritten secrets of Anna‘s mom and the Dutch Tulip Guy. I looked down my blouse 
at my chest. 
―Keep your shit together,‖ I whispered to my lungs. 
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I felt a bodily sovereignty that I can‘t really describe except to say that when I was a kid I 
used to have a really heavy backpack that I carried everywhere with all my books in it, and if I 
walked around with the backpack for long enough, when I took it off I felt like I was floating. 
After about ten seconds, my lungs felt like they were folding in upon themselves like flowers at 
dusk. I sat down on a gray bench just past the machine and tried to catch my breath, my cough a 
rattling drizzle, and I felt pretty miserable until I got the cannula back into place. Even then, it 
hurt. The pain was always there, pulling me inside of myself, demanding to be felt. It always felt 
like I was waking up from the pain when something in the world outside of me suddenly 
required my comment or attention. Mom was looking at me, concerned. She‘d just said 
something. What had she just said? Then I remembered. She‘d asked what was wrong. 
―Nothing,‖ I said. ―Amsterdam!‖ she half shouted. I smiled. 
―Amsterdam,‖ I answered. She reached her hand down to me and pulled me up. We got 
to the gate an hour before our scheduled boarding time. 
―Mrs. Lancaster, you are an impressively punctual person,‖ Augustus said as he sat down 
next to me in the mostly empty gate area. 
―Well, it helps that I am not technically very busy,‖ she said. 
―You‘re plenty busy,‖ I told her, although it occurred to me that Mom‘s business was 
mostly me. There was also the business of being married to my dad—he was kind of clueless 
about, like, banking and hiring plumbers and cooking and doing things other than working for 
Morris Property, Inc.—but it was mostly me. Her primary reason for living and my primary 
reason for living were awfully entangled. As the seats around the gate started to fill, Augustus 
said, 
―I‘m gonna get a hamburger before we leave. Can I get you anything?” 
―No,‖ I said, ―but I really appreciate your refusal to give in to breakfasty social 
conventions.‖ He tilted his head at me, confused. 
―Hazel has developed an issue with the ghettoization of scrambled eggs,‖ Mom said.  
―It‘s embarrassing that we all just walk through life blindly accepting that scrambled 
eggs are fundamentally associated with mornings.‖ 
―I want to talk about this more,‖ Augustus said. 
―But I am starving. I‘ll be right back.‖ When Augustus hadn‘t showed up after twenty 
minutes, I asked Mom if she thought something was wrong, and she looked up from her awful 
magazine only long enough to say, 
―He probably just went to the bathroom or something.‖ 
A gate agent came over and switched my oxygen container out with one provided by the 
airline. I was embarrassed to have this lady kneeling in front of me while everyone watched, so I 
texted Augustus while she did it. He didn‘t reply. Mom seemed unconcerned, but I was 
imagining all kinds of Amsterdam trip–ruining fates (arrest, injury, mental breakdown) and I felt 
like there was something noncancery wrong with my chest as the minutes ticked away. 
And just when the lady behind the ticket counter announced they were going to start 
preboarding people who might need a bit of extra time and every single person in the gate area 
turned squarely to me, I saw Augustus fast-limping toward us with a McDonald‘s bag in one 
hand, his backpack slung over his shoulder. 
―Where were you?‖ I asked. 
―Line got superlong, sorry,‖ he said, offering me a hand up. I took it, and we walked side 
by side to the gate to preboard. 
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We were picking up speed and suddenly Gus‘s hand grabbed the armrest, his eyes wide, 
and I put my hand on top of his and said, ―Okay?‖ He didn‘t say anything, just stared at me 
wide-eyed, and I said, 
―Are you scared of flying?‖ 
―I‘ll tell you in a minute,‖ he said. The nose of the plane rose up and we were aloft. Gus 
stared out the window, watching the planet shrink beneath us, and then I felt his hand relax 
beneath mine. He glanced at me and then back out the window. ―We are flying,‖ he announced. 
―You‘ve never been on a plane before?‖ He shook his head. ―LOOK!‖ he half shouted, 
pointing at the window. ―Yeah,‖ I said. “Yeah, I see it. It looks like we’re in an airplane.” 
―NOTHING HAS EVER LOOKED LIKE THAT EVER IN ALL OF HUMAN 
HISTORY,‖ he said. 
His enthusiasm was adorable. I couldn‘t resist leaning over to kiss him on the cheek. 
―Just so you know, I‘m right here,‖ Mom said. 
―Sitting next to you. Your mother. Who held your hand as you took your first infantile 
steps.‖  
―It‘s friendly,‖ I reminded her, turning to kiss her on the cheek. 
―Didn‘t feel too friendly,‖ Gus mumbled just loud enough for me to hear. When surprised 
and excited and innocent Gus emerged from Grand Gesture Metaphorically Inclined Augustus, I 
literally could not resist. It was a quick flight to Detroit, where the little electric car met us as we 
disembarked and drove us to the gate for Amsterdam. That plane had TVs in the back of each 
seat, and once we were above the clouds, Augustus and I timed it so that we started watching the 
same romantic comedy at the same time on our respective screens. But even though we were 
perfectly synchronized in our pressing of the play button, his movie started a couple seconds 
before mine, so at every funny moment, he‘d laugh just as I started to hear whatever the joke 
was. 
 
* * * 
Mom had this big plan that we would sleep for the last several hours of the flight, so 
when we landed at eight A.M., we‘d hit the city ready to suck the marrow out of life or whatever. 
So after the movie was over, Mom and Augustus and I all took sleeping pills. Mom conked out 
within seconds, but Augustus and I stayed up to look out the window for a while. It was a clear 
day, and although we couldn‘t see the sun setting, we could see the sky‘s response. 
“God, that is beautiful,” I said mostly to myself. 
―‗The risen sun too bright in her losing eyes,‘‖ he said, a line from An Imperial Affliction. 
―But it‘s not rising,‖ I said. 
―It‘s rising somewhere,‖ he answered, and then after a moment said, 
―Observation: It would be awesome to fly in a superfast airplane that could chase the 
sunrise around the world for a while.‖ 
―Also I‘d live longer.‖ He looked at me askew. 
―You know, because of relativity or whatever.‖ He still looked confused. 
―We age slower when we move quickly versus standing still. So right now time is 
passing slower for us than for people on the ground.‖ 
―College chicks,‖ he said. 
―They‘re so smart.‖ I rolled my eyes. He hit his (real) knee with my knee and I hit his 
knee back with mine. 
―Are you sleepy?‖ I asked 
him. ―Not at all,‖ he answered. 
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I looked at Augustus and he at me. ―The chef‘s choice sounds lovely, but Hazel is a 
vegetarian.‖ I‘d mentioned this to Augustus precisely once, on the first day we met. 
―This is not a problem,‖ the waiter said. 
―Awesome. And can we get more of this?” Gus asked, of the champagne. 
―Of course,‖ said our waiter. ―We have bottled all the stars this evening, my young 
friends. Gah, the confetti!‖ he said, and lightly brushed a seed from my bare shoulder. 
―It hasn‘t been so bad in many years. It‘s everywhere. Very annoying.‖ The waiter 
disappeared. We watched the confetti fall from the sky, skip across the ground in the breeze, and 
tumble into the canal. ―Kind of hard to believe anyone could ever find that annoying,‖ Augustus 
said after a while. 
“People always get used to beauty, though.‖ 
―I haven‘t gotten used to you just yet,‖ he answered, smiling. I felt myself blushing. 
―Thank you for coming to Amsterdam,‖ he said. 
―Thank you for letting me hijack your wish,‖ I said. 
―Thank you for wearing that dress which is like whoa,‖ he said. I shook my head, trying 
not to smile at him. I didn‘t want to be a grenade. But then again, he knew what he was doing, 
didn‘t he? It was his choice, too. 
―Hey, how‘s that poem end?‖ he asked. 
―Huh?‖ 
―The one you recited to me on the plane.‖ 
―Oh, ‗Prufrock‘? It ends, ‗We have lingered in the chambers of the sea / By sea-girls 
wreathed with seaweed red and brown / Till human voices wake us, and we drown.‘‖ Augustus 
pulled out a cigarette and tapped the filter against the table. 
―Stupid human voices always ruining everything.‖ The waiter arrived with two more 
glasses of champagne and what he called 
―Belgian white asparagus with a lavender infusion.‖ 
―I‘ve never had champagne either,‖ Gus said after he left. 
―In case you were wondering or whatever. Also, I‘ve never had white asparagus.‖ I was 
chewing my first bite. 
―It‘s amazing,‖ I promised. He took a bite, swallowed. 
―God. If asparagus tasted like that all the time, I‘d be a vegetarian, too.‖ Some people in a 
lacquered wooden boat approached us on the canal below. One of them, a woman with curly 
blond hair, maybe thirty, drank from a beer then raised her glass toward us and shouted 
something. 
―We don‘t speak Dutch,‖ Gus shouted back. One of the others shouted a translation: 
―The beautiful couple is beautiful.‖ 
 
The food was so good that with each passing course, our conversation devolved further 
into fragmented celebrations of its deliciousness: ―I want this dragon carrot risotto to become a 
person so I can take it to Las Vegas and marry it.‖ 
―Sweet-pea sorbet, you are so unexpectedly magnificent.‖ I wish I‘d been hungrier. After 
green garlic gnocchi with red mustard leaves, the waiter said, 
―Dessert next. More stars first?‖ I shook my head. Two glasses was enough for me. 
Champagne was no exception to my high tolerance for depressants and pain relievers; I felt warm 
but not intoxicated. But I didn‘t want to get drunk. Nights like this one didn‘t come along often, 
and I wanted to remember it. 
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―Mmmm,‖ I said after the waiter left, and Augustus smiled crookedly as he stared down 
the canal while I stared up it. We had plenty to look at, so the silence didn‘t feel awkward really, 
but I wanted everything to be perfect. It was perfect, I guess, but it felt like someone had tried to 
stage the Amsterdam of my imagination, which made it hard to forget that this dinner, like the trip 
itself, was a cancer perk. I just wanted us to be talking and joking comfortably, like we were on 
the couch together back home, but some tension underlay everything. 
 
―It‘s not my funeral suit,‖ he said after a while. ―When I first found out I was sick—I 
mean, they told me I had like an eighty-five percent chance of cure. I know those are great odds, 
but I kept thinking it was a game of Russian roulette. I mean, I was going to have to go through 
hell for six months or a year and lose my leg and then at the end, it still might not work, you 
know?‖ 
―I know,‖ I said, although I didn‘t, not really. I‘d never been anything but terminal; all my 
treatment had been in pursuit of extending my life, not curing my cancer. Phalanxifor had 
introduced a measure of ambiguity to my cancer story, but I was different from Augustus: My 
final chapter was written upon diagnosis. Gus, like most cancer survivors, lived with uncertainty. 
―Right,‖ he said. ―So I went through this whole thing about wanting to be ready. We 
bought a plot in Crown Hill, and I walked around with my dad one day and picked out a spot. And 
I had my whole funeral planned out and everything, and then right before the surgery, I asked my 
parents if I could buy a suit, like a really nice suit, just in case I bit it. Anyway, I‘ve never had 
occasion to wear it. Until tonight.‖ 
―So it‘s your death suit.‖ 
―Correct. Don’t you have a death outfit?” 
―Yeah,‖ I said. ―It‘s a dress I bought for my fifteenth birthday party. But I don‘t wear it on 
dates.‖ His eyes lit up. 
―We‘re on a date?‖ he asked. I looked down, feeling bashful. 
―Don‘t push it.‖ 
 
We were both really full, but dessert—a succulently rich crémeux surrounded by passion 
fruit—was too good not to at least nibble, so we lingered for a while over dessert, trying to get 
hungry again. The sun was a toddler insistently refusing to go to bed: It was past eight thirty and 
still light. Out of nowhere, Augustus asked, 
―Do you believe in an afterlife?‖ ―I think forever is an incorrect concept,‖ I answered. 
He smirked. 
―You‘re an incorrect concept.‖ 
―I know. That‘s why I‘m being taken out of the rotation.‖ 
―That‘s not funny,‖ he said, looking at the street. Two girls passed on a bike, one riding 
sidesaddle over the back wheel. ―Come on,‖ I said. ―That was a joke.‖ 
―The thought of you being removed from the rotation is not funny to me,‖ he said. 
―Seriously, though: afterlife?‖ 
―No,‖ I said, and then revised. 
―Well, maybe I wouldn‘t go so far as no. You?‖ 
―Yes,‖ he said, his voice full of confidence. ―Yes, absolutely. Not like a heaven where you 
ride unicorns, play harps, and live in a mansion made of clouds. But yes. I believe in Something 
with a capital S. Always have.‖ 
―Really?‖ I asked. I was surprised. I‘d always associated belief in heaven with, frankly, a 
kind of intellectual disengagement. But Gus wasn‘t dumb. 
―Yeah,‖ he said quietly. ―I believe in that line from An Imperial Affliction. ‗The risen sun 
too bright in her losing eyes.‘ That‘s God, I think, the rising sun, and the light is too bright and her 
eyes are losing but they aren‘t lost. I don‘t believe we return to haunt or comfort the living or 
anything, but I think something becomes of us.‖ 
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―Indeed,‖ I said. ―They are kindhearted and generous souls whose every breath is an 
Inspiration to Us All. They‘re so strong! We admire them so!‖ 
―Right, but really, I mean aside from us obviously, cancer kids are not statistically more 
likely to be awesome or compassionate or perseverant or whatever. Caroline was always moody 
and miserable, but I liked it. I liked feeling as if she had chosen me as the only person in the 
world not to hate, and so we spent all this time together just ragging on everyone, you know? 
Ragging on the nurses and the other kids and our families and whatever else. But I don‘t know if 
that was her or the tumor. I mean, one of her nurses told me once that the kind of tumor Caroline 
had is known among medical types as the Asshole Tumor, because it just turns you into a 
monster. So here‘s this girl missing a fifth of her brain who‘s just had a recurrence of the Asshole 
Tumor, and so she was not, you know, the paragon of stoic cancer-kid heroism. She  was . . . I 
mean, to be honest, she was a bitch. But you can‘t say that, because she had this tumor, and also 
she‘s, I mean, she‘s dead. And she had plenty of reason to be unpleasant, you know?‖ I knew. 
―You know that part in An Imperial Affliction when Anna‘s walking across the football 
field to go to PE or whatever and she falls and goes face-first into the grass and that‘s when she 
knows that the cancer is back and in her nervous system and she can‘t get up and her face is like 
an inch from the football-field grass and she‘s just stuck there looking at this grass up close, 
noticing the way the light hits it and . . . I don‘t remember the line but it‘s something like Anna 
having the Whitmanesque revelation that the definition of humanness is the opportunity to marvel 
at the majesty of creation or whatever. You know that part?‖ 
―I know that part,‖ I said. 
―So afterward, while I was getting eviscerated by chemo, for some reason I decided to feel 
really hopeful. Not about survival specifically, but I felt like Anna does in the book, that feeling 
of excitement and gratitude about just being able to marvel at it all. 
―But meanwhile Caroline got worse every day. She went home after a while and there 
were moments where I thought we could have, like, a regular relationship, but we couldn‘t, really, 
because she had no filter between her thoughts and her speech, which was sad and 
unpleasant and frequently hurtful. But, I mean, you can‘t dump a girl with a brain tumor. And her 
parents liked me, and she has this little brother who is a really cool kid. I mean, how can you 
dump her? She‘s dying. 
―It took forever. It took almost a year, and it was a year of me hanging out with this girl 
who would, like, just start laughing out of nowhere and point at my prosthetic and call me 
Stumpy.‖ 
―No,‖ I said. 
―Yeah. I mean, it was the tumor. It ate her brain, you know? Or it wasn‘t the tumor. I have 
no way of knowing, because they were inseparable, she and the tumor. But as she got sicker, I 
mean, she‘d just repeat the same stories and laugh at her own comments even if she‘d already said 
the same thing a hundred times that day. Like, she made the same joke over and over again for 
weeks: ‗Gus has great legs. I mean leg.‘ And then she would just laugh like a maniac.‖ 
―Oh, Gus,‖ I said. 
―That‘s . . .‖ I didn‘t know what to say. He wasn‘t looking at me, and it felt invasive of me 
to look at him. I felt him scoot forward. He took the cigarette out of his mouth and stared at it, 
rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, then put it back. 
―Well,‖ he said, ―to be fair, I do have great leg.‖ 
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m really sorry.
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       CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
I woke up at four in the Dutch morning ready for the day. All attempts to go back to sleep 
failed, so I lay there with the BiPAP pumping the air in and urging it out, enjoying the dragon 
sounds but wishing I could choose my breaths. I reread An Imperial Affliction until Mom woke up 
and rolled over toward me around six. She nuzzled her head against my shoulder, which felt 
uncomfortable and vaguely Augustinian. The hotel brought a breakfast to our room that, much to 
my delight, featured deli meat among many other denials of American breakfast constructions. 
The dress I‘d planned to wear to meet Peter Van Houten had been moved up in the rotation for the 
Oranjee dinner, so after I showered and got my hair to lie halfway flat, I spent like thirty minutes 
debating with Mom the various benefits and drawbacks of the available outfits before deciding to 
dress as much like Anna in AIA as possible: Chuck Taylors and dark jeans like she always wore, 
and a light blue T-shirt. The shirt was a screen print of a famous Surrealist artwork by René 
Magritte in which he drew a pipe and then beneath it wrote in cursive Ceci n‟est pas une pipe. 
(―This is not a pipe.‖) 
―I just don‘t get that shirt,‖ Mom said. 
―Peter Van Houten will get it, trust me. There are like seven thousand Magritte 
references in An Imperial Affliction.‖ ―But it is a pipe.‖ 
―No, it‘s not,‖ I said. 
―It‘s a drawing of a pipe. Get it? All representations of a thing are inherently abstract. It‘s 
very clever.‖ 
―How did you get so grown up that you understand things that confuse your ancient 
mother?‖ Mom asked. ―It seems like just yesterday that I was telling seven-year-old Hazel why 
the sky was blue. You thought I was a genius back then.‖ 
“Why is the sky blue?” I asked. ―Cuz,‖ she answered. I laughed. As it got closer to ten, I 
grew more and more nervous: nervous to see Augustus; nervous to meet Peter Van Houten; 
nervous that my outfit was not a good outfit; nervous that we wouldn‘t find the right house since 
all the houses in Amsterdam looked pretty similar; nervous that we would get lost and never make 
it back to the Filosoof; nervous nervous nervous. Mom kept trying to talk to me, but I couldn‘t 
really listen. I was about to ask her to go upstairs and make sure Augustus was up when he 
knocked. I opened the door. He looked down at the shirt and smiled. 
―Funny,‖ he said. 
―Don‘t call my boobs funny,‖ I answered. 
―Right here,‖ Mom said behind us. But I‘d made Augustus blush and put him enough off 
his game that I could finally bear to look up at him. 
―You sure you don‘t want to come?‖ I asked Mom. 
―I‘m going to the Rijksmuseum and the Vondelpark today,‖ she said. ―Plus, I just don‘t 
get his book. No offense. Thank him and Lidewij for us, okay?‖ 
―Okay,‖ I said. I hugged Mom, and she kissed my head just above my ear. 
 
Peter Van Houten‘s white row house was just around the corner from the hotel, on the 
Vondelstraat, facing the park. Number 158. Augustus took me by one arm and grabbed the 
oxygen cart with the other, and we walked up the three steps to the lacquered blue-black front 
door. My heart pounded. One closed door away from the answers I‘d dreamed of ever since I first 
read that last unfinished page. 
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―So you like my book,‖ he said to Augustus after another sip. 
―Yeah,‖ I said, speaking up on Augustus‘s behalf. 
―And yes, we—well, Augustus, he made meeting you his Wish so that we could come 
here, so that you could tell us what happens after the end of An Imperial Affliction.‖ Van Houten 
said nothing, just took a long pull on his drink. After a minute, Augustus said, 
―Your book is sort of the thing that brought us together.‖ ―But 
you aren‘t together,‖ he observed without looking at me. ―The 
thing that brought us nearly together,‖ I said. 
 
Now he turned to me. 
―Did you dress like her on purpose?‖ ―Anna?‖ I asked. He just kept staring at me. 
―Kind of,‖ I said. He took a long drink, then grimaced. ―I do not have a drinking 
problem,‖ he announced, his voice needlessly loud. ―I have a Churchillian relationship with 
alcohol: I can crack jokes and govern England and do anything I want to do. Except not drink.‖ 
He glanced over at Lidewij and nodded toward his glass. She took it, then walked back to the bar. 
―Just the idea of water, Lidewij,‖ he instructed. 
―Yah, got it,‖ she said, the accent almost American. 
 
The second drink arrived. Van Houten‘s spine stiffened again out of respect. He kicked off 
his slippers. He had really ugly feet. He was rather ruining the whole business of authorial genius 
for me. But he had the answers. 
―Well, um,‖ I said, ―first, we do want to say thank you for dinner last night and—‖ 
―We bought them dinner last night?‖ Van Houten asked Lidewij. 
“Yes, at Oranjee.” 
―Ah, yes. Well, believe me when I say that you do not have me to thank but rather 
Lidewij, who is exceptionally talented in the field of spending my money.‖ 
―It was our pleasure,‖ Lidewij said. 
―Well, thanks, at any rate,‖ Augustus said. I could hear annoyance in his voice. 
―So here I am,‖ Van Houten said after a moment. 
―What are your questions?‖ ―Um,‖ Augustus said. 
―He seemed so intelligent in print,‖ Van Houten said to Lidewij regarding 
Augustus. ―Perhaps the cancer has established a beachhead in his brain.‖ 
―Peter,‖ Lidewij said, duly horrified. I was horrified, too, but there was something pleasant 
about a guy so despicable that he wouldn‘t treat us deferentially. ―We do have some questions, 
actually,‖ I said. 
―I talked about them in my email. I don‘t know if you remember.‖ 
―I do not.‖ 
―His memory is compromised,‖ Lidewij said. 
―If only my memory would compromise,‖ Van Houten responded. ―So, our questions,‖ I 
repeated. 
―She uses the royal we,‖ Peter said to no one in particular. Another sip. I didn‘t know what 
Scotch tasted like, but if it tasted anything like champagne, I couldn‘t imagine how he could drink 
so much, so quickly, so early in the morning. 
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―Are you familiar with Zeno‘s tortoise paradox?‖ he asked me. 
―We have questions about what happens to the characters after the end of the book, 
specifically Anna‘s—‖ 
―You wrongly assume that I need to hear your question in order to answer it. You are 
familiar with the philosopher Zeno?‖ I shook my head vaguely. ―Alas. Zeno was a pre-Socratic 
philosopher who is said to have discovered forty paradoxes within the worldview put forth by 
Parmenides—surely you know Parmenides,‖ he said, and I nodded that I knew Parmenides, 
although I did not. ―Thank God,‖ he said. ―Zeno professionally specialized in revealing the 
inaccuracies and oversimplifications of Parmenides, which wasn‘t difficult, since Parmenides was 
spectacularly wrong everywhere and always. Parmenides is valuable in precisely the way that it is 
valuable to have an acquaintance who reliably picks the wrong horse each and every time you 
take him to the racetrack. But Zeno‘s most important—wait, give me a sense of your familiarity 
with Swedish hip-hop.‖ I could not tell if Peter Van Houten was kidding. After a moment, 
Augustus answered for me. ―Limited,‖ he said. ―Okay, but presumably you know Afasi och 
Filthy’s seminal album Fläcken.” 
―We do not,‖ I said for the both of us. 
―Lidewij, play ‗Bomfalleralla‘ immediately.‖ Lidewij walked over to an MP3 player, spun 
the wheel a bit, then hit a button. A rap song boomed from every direction. It sounded like a fairly 
regular rap song, except the words were in Swedish. After it was over, Peter Van Houten looked 
at us expectantly, his little eyes as wide as they could get. 
―Yeah?‖ he asked. 
―Yeah?‖ I said, ―I‘m sorry, sir, but we don‘t speak Swedish.‖ 
―Well, of course you don‘t. Neither do I. Who the hell speaks Swedish? The important 
thing is not whatever nonsense the voices are saying, but what the voices are feeling. Surely you 
know that there are only two emotions, love and fear, and that Afasi och Filthy navigate between 
them with the kind of facility that one simply does not find in hip-hop music outside of Sweden. 
Shall I play it for you again?‖ 
―Are you joking?‖ Gus said. ―Pardon?‖ 
―Is this some kind of performance?‖ He looked up at Lidewij and asked, ―Is it?‖ ―I‘m 
afraid not,‖ Lidewij answered. 
―He‘s not always—this is unusually—‖ 
―Oh, shut up, Lidewij. Rudolf Otto said that if you had not encountered the numinous, if 
you have not experienced a nonrational encounter with the mysterium tremendum, then his work 
was not for you. And I say to you, young friends, that if you cannot hear Afasi och Filthy‘s 
bravadic response to fear, then my work is not for you.‖ 
I cannot emphasize this enough: It was a completely normal rap song, except in Swedish. 
―Um,‖ I said. 
―So about An Imperial Affliction. Anna‘s mom, when the book ends, is about to—‖ 
 
Van Houten interrupted me, tapping his glass as he talked until Lidewij refilled it again. 
―So Zeno is most famous for his tortoise paradox. Let us imagine that you are in a race with a 
tortoise. The tortoise has a ten-yard head start. In the time it takes you to run that ten yards, the 
tortoise has maybe moved one yard. And then in the time it takes you to make up that distance, 
the tortoise goes a bit farther, and so on forever. You are faster than the tortoise but you can 
never catch him; you can only decrease his lead. ―Of course, you just run past the 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
The next morning, our last full day in Amsterdam, Mom and Augustus and I walked the 
half block from the hotel to the Vondelpark, where we found a café in the shadow of the Dutch 
national film museum. Over lattes—which, the waiter explained to us, the Dutch called ―wrong 
coffee‖ because it had more milk than coffee—we sat in the lacy shade of a huge chestnut tree 
and recounted for Mom our encounter with the great Peter Van Houten. We made the story funny. 
You have a choice in this world, I believe, about how to tell sad stories, and we made the funny 
choice: Augustus, slumped in the café chair, pretended to be the tongue-tied, word- slurring Van 
Houten who could not so much as push himself out of his chair; I stood up to play a me all full of 
bluster and machismo, shouting, 
―Get up, you fat ugly old man!‖ 
―Did you call him ugly?‖ Augustus 
asked. ―Just go with it,‖ I told him. 
―I‘m naht uggy. You‘re the uggy one, nosetube girl.‖ 
―You‘re a coward!‖ I rumbled, and Augustus broke character to laugh. I sat down. We 
told Mom about the Anne Frank House, leaving out the kissing. 
―Did you go back to chez Van Houten afterward?‖ Mom asked. Augustus didn‘t even give 
me time to blush. ―Nah, we just hung out at a café. Hazel amused me with some Venn diagram 
humor.‖ He glanced at me. God, he was sexy. 
―Sounds lovely,‖ she said. ―Listen, I‘m going to go for a walk. Give the two of you time to 
talk,‖ she said at Gus, an edge in it. 
―Then maybe later we can go for a tour on a canal boat.‖ 
―Um, okay?‖ I said. Mom left a five-euro note under her saucer and then kissed me on the 
top of the head, whispering, ―I love love love you,‖ which was two more loves than usual. 
Gus motioned down to the shadows of the branches intersecting and coming apart on 
the concrete. 
―Beautiful, huh?‖ ―Yeah,‖ I said. 
―Such a good metaphor,‖ he mumbled. 
―Is it now?‖ I asked. 
―The negative image of things blown together and then blown apart,‖ he said. Before us, 
hundreds of people passed, jogging and biking and Rollerblading. Amsterdam was a city designed 
for movement and activity, a city that would rather not travel by car, and so inevitably I felt 
excluded from it. But God, was it beautiful, the creek carving a path around the huge tree, a heron 
standing still at the water‘s edge, searching for a breakfast amid the millions of elm petals floating 
in the water. But Augustus didn‘t notice. He was too busy watching the shadows move. Finally, 
he said, 
“I could look at this all day, but we should go to the 
hotel.” ―Do we have time?‖ I asked. He smiled sadly. 
―If only,‖ he said. 
―What‘s wrong?‖ I asked. He nodded back in the direction of the hotel. 
We walked in silence, Augustus a half step in front of me. I was too scared to ask if I had 
reason to be scared. So there is this thing called Maslow‘s Hierarchy of Needs. Basically, this guy 
Abraham Maslow became famous for his theory that certain needs must be met before you can 
even have other kinds of needs. It looks like this: 
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Everywhere. That word hung in the air awhile. We both knew what it meant. I got up, 
dragging my body and the cart across carpet that was older than Augustus would ever be, and I 
knelt at the base of the chair and put my head in his lap and hugged him by the waist. He was 
stroking my hair. 
―I‘m so sorry,‖ I said. 
―I‘m sorry I didn‘t tell you,‖ he said, his voice calm. 
―Your mom must know. The way she looked at me. My mom must‘ve just told her or 
something. I should‘ve told you. It was stupid. Selfish.‖ I knew why he hadn‘t said anything, of 
course: the same reason I hadn‘t wanted him to see me in the ICU. I couldn‘t be mad at him for 
even a moment, and only now that I loved a grenade did I understand the foolishness of trying to 
save others from my own impending fragmentation: I couldn‘t unlove Augustus Waters. And I 
didn‘t want to. 
―It‘s not fair,‖ I said. ―It‘s just so goddamned unfair.‖ 
―The world,‖ he said, ―is not a wish-granting factory,‖ and then he broke down, just for 
one moment, his sob roaring impotent like a clap of thunder unaccompanied by lightning, the 
terrible ferocity that amateurs in the field of suffering might mistake for weakness. Then he pulled 
me to him and, his face inches from mine, resolved, ―I‘ll fight it. I‘ll fight it for you. Don‘t you 
worry about me, Hazel Grace. I‘m okay. I‘ll find a way to hang around and annoy you for a long 
time.‖ I was crying. But even then he was strong, holding me tight so that I could see the sinewy 
muscles of his arms wrapped around me as he said, 
―I‘m sorry. You‘ll be okay. It‘ll be okay. I promise,‖ and smiled his crooked smile. He 
kissed my forehead, and then I felt his powerful chest deflate just a little. 
―I guess I had a hamartia after all.‖ 
After a while, I pulled him over to the bed and we lay there together as he told me they‘d 
started palliative chemo, but he gave it up to go to Amsterdam, even though his parents were 
furious. They‘d tried to stop him right up until that morning, when I heard him screaming that his 
body belonged to him. 
―We could have rescheduled,‖ I said. 
―No, we couldn‘t have,‖ he answered. ―Anyway, it wasn‘t working. I could tell it wasn‘t 
working, you know?‖ I nodded. 
―It‘s just bullshit, the whole thing,‖ I said. 
―They‘ll try something else when I get home. They‘ve always got a new idea.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ I said, having been the experimental pincushion myself. 
―I kind of conned you into believing you were falling in love with a healthy person,‖ he 
said. I shrugged. ―I‘d have done the same to you.‖ 
―No, you wouldn‘t‘ve, but we can‘t all be as awesome as you.‖ He kissed me, then 
grimaced. 
―Does it hurt?‖ I asked. 
―No. Just.‖ He stared at the ceiling for a long time before saying, 
―I like this world. I like drinking champagne. I like not smoking. I like the sound of Dutch 
people speaking Dutch. And now . . . I don‘t even get a battle. I don‘t get a fight.‖ 
―You get to battle cancer,‖ I said. ―That is your battle. And you‘ll keep fighting,‖ I told 
him. I hated it when people tried to build me up to prepare for battle, but I did it to him, anyway. 
―You‘ll . . . you‘ll . . . live your best life today. This is your war now.‖ I despised myself for the 
cheesy sentiment, but what else did I have? 
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Isaac asked how I was doing, and I said I was good, and he told me there was a new girl 
in Support Group with a really hot voice and he needed me to go to tell him if she was actually 
hot. Then out of nowhere Augustus said, 
―You can‘t just not contact your former boyfriend after his eyes get cut out of his 
freaking head.‖ 
―Just one of—‖ Isaac started. 
“Hazel Grace, do you have four dollars?” asked 
Gus. ―Um,‖ I said. 
―Yes?‖ 
―Excellent. You‘ll find my leg under the coffee table,‖ he said. Gus pushed himself 
upright and scooted down to the edge of the couch. I handed him the prosthetic; he fastened it in 
slow motion. I helped him to stand and then offered my arm to Isaac, guiding him past furniture 
that suddenly seemed intrusive, realizing that, for the first time in years, I was the healthiest 
person in the room. I drove. Augustus rode shotgun. Isaac sat in the back. We stopped at a 
grocery store, where, per Augustus‘s instruction, I bought a dozen eggs while he and Isaac 
waited in the car. And then Isaac guided us by his memory to Monica‘s house, an aggressively 
sterile, two-story house near the JCC. Monica‘s bright green 1990s Pontiac Firebird sat fat-
wheeled in the driveway. 
―Is it there?‖ Isaac asked when he felt me coming to a stop. 
―Oh, it‘s there,‖ Augustus said. 
―You know what it looks like, Isaac? It looks like all the hopes we were foolish to 
hope.‖ ―So she‘s inside?‖ 
Gus turned his head around slowly to look at Isaac. 
―Who cares where she is? This is not about her. This is about you.‖ Gus gripped the egg 
carton in his lap, then opened the door and pulled his legs out onto the street. He opened the door 
for Isaac, and I watched through the mirror as Gus helped Isaac out of the car, the two of them 
leaning on each other at the shoulder then tapering away, like praying hands that don‘t quite meet 
at the palms. I rolled down the windows and watched from the car, because vandalism made me 
nervous. They took a few steps toward the car, then Gus flipped open the egg carton and handed 
Isaac an egg. Isaac tossed it, missing the car by a solid forty feet. 
―A little to the left,‖ Gus said. 
―My throw was a little to the left or I need to aim a little to the left?‖ 
―Aim left.‖ Isaac swiveled his shoulders. 
―Lefter,‖ Gus said. Isaac swiveled again. 
―Yes. Excellent. And throw hard.‖ Gus handed him another egg, and Isaac hurled it, the 
egg arcing over the car and smashing against the slow-sloping roof of the house. 
―Bull‘s-eye!‖ Gus said. 
―Really?‖ Isaac asked excitedly. 
―No, you threw it like twenty feet over the car. Just, throw hard, but keep it low. And a 
little right of where you were last time.‖ Isaac reached over and found an egg himself from the 
carton Gus cradled. He tossed it, hitting a taillight. ―Yes!‖ Gus said. ―Yes! TAILLIGHT!‖ 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
A typical day with late-stage Gus: I went over to his house about noon, after he had eaten 
and puked up breakfast. He met me at the door in his wheelchair, no longer the muscular, 
gorgeous boy who stared at me at Support Group, but still half smiling, still smoking his unlit 
cigarette, his blue eyes bright and alive. We ate lunch with his parents at the dining room table. 
Peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches and last night‘s asparagus. Gus didn‘t eat. I asked how he 
was feeling. 
―Grand,‖ he said. ―And you?‖ 
―Good. What‘d you do last 
night?‖ 
―I slept quite a lot. I want to write you a sequel, Hazel Grace, but I‘m just so damned 
tired all the time.‖ 
―You can just tell it to me,‖ I said. 
―Well, I stand by my pre–Van Houten analysis of the Dutch Tulip Man. Not a con man, 
but not as rich as he was letting on.‖ 
―And what about Anna‘s mom?‖ 
―Haven‘t settled on an opinion there. Patience, Grasshopper.‖ Augustus smiled. His 
parents were quiet, watching him, never looking away, like they just wanted to enjoy The Gus 
Waters Show while it was still in town. ―Sometimes I dream that I‘m writing a memoir. A 
memoir would be just the thing to keep me in the hearts and memories of my adoring public.‖ 
―Why do you need an adoring public when you‘ve got me?‖ I asked. 
―Hazel Grace, when you‘re as charming and physically attractive as myself, it‘s easy 
enough to win over people you meet. But getting strangers to love you . . . now, that‟s the trick.‖ 
I rolled my eyes. 
 
After lunch, we went outside to the backyard. He was still well enough to push his own 
wheelchair, pulling miniature wheelies to get the front wheels over the bump in the doorway. 
Still athletic, in spite of it all, blessed with balance and quick reflexes that even the abundant 
narcotics could not fully mask. His parents stayed inside, but when I glanced back into the dining 
room, they were always watching us. We sat out there in silence for a minute and then Gus said, 
―I wish we had that swing set sometimes.‖ 
“The one from my backyard?” 
―Yeah. My nostalgia is so extreme that I am capable of missing a swing my butt never 
actually touched.‖ 
―Nostalgia is a side effect of cancer,‖ I told him. 
―Nah, nostalgia is a side effect of dying,‖ he answered. Above us, the wind blew and the 
branching shadows rearranged themselves on our skin. Gus squeezed my hand. ―It is a good life, 
Hazel Grace.‖ 
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We went, his mom pushing the wheelchair, sisters and brothers-in-law and dad and 
nephews and me trailing. It was a cloudy day, still and hot as summer settled in. He wore a 
long-sleeve navy T-shirt and fleece sweatpants. He was cold all the time for some reason. He 
wanted some water, so his dad went and got some for him. Martha tried to engage Gus in 
conversation, kneeling down next to him and saying, 
―You‘ve always had such beautiful eyes.‖ He nodded a little. One of the husbands put an 
arm on Gus‘s shoulder and said, 
“How’s that fresh air feel?” Gus shrugged. 
―Do you want meds?‖ his mom asked, joining the circle kneeling around him. I took a 
step back, watching as the nephews tore through a flower bed on their way to the little patch of 
grass in Gus‘s backyard. They immediately commenced to play a game that involved throwing 
one another to the ground. 
―Kids!‖ Julie shouted vaguely. 
―I can only hope,‖ Julie said, turning back to Gus, ―they grow into the kind of 
thoughtful, intelligent young men you‘ve become.‖ I resisted the urge to audibly gag. ―He‘s not 
that smart,‖ I said to Julie. 
―She‘s right. It‘s just that most really good-looking people are stupid, so I exceed 
expectations.‖ 
―Right, it‘s primarily his hotness,‖ I 
said. ―It can be sort of blinding,‖ he 
said. 
―It actually did blind our friend Isaac,‖ I said. 
―Terrible tragedy, that. But can I help my own deadly beauty?‖ 
―You cannot.‖ 
―It is my burden, this beautiful face.‖ ―Not to mention your body.‖ 
―Seriously, don‘t even get me started on my hot bod. You don‘t want to see me naked, 
Dave. Seeing me naked actually took Hazel Grace‘s breath away,‖ he said, nodding toward the 
oxygen tank. 
―Okay, enough,‖ Gus‘s dad said, and then out of nowhere, his dad put an arm around me 
and kissed the side of my head and whispered, ―I thank God for you every day, kid.‖ Anyway, 
that was the last good day I had with Gus until the Last Good Day. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 
One of the less bullshitty conventions of the cancer kid genre is the Last Good Day 
convention, wherein the victim of cancer finds herself with some unexpected hours when it 
seems like the inexorable decline has suddenly plateaued, when the pain is for a moment 
bearable. The problem, of course, is that there‘s no way of knowing that your last good day is 
your Last Good Day. At the time, it is just another good day. I‘d taken a day off from visiting 
Augustus because I was feeling a bit unwell myself: nothing specific, just tired. It had been a 
lazy day, and when Augustus called just after five P.M., I was already attached to the BiPAP, 
which we‘d dragged out to the living room so I could watch TV with Mom and Dad. 
―Hi, Augustus,‖ I said. He answered in the voice I‘d fallen for. 
―Good evening, Hazel Grace. Do you suppose you could find your way to the 
Literal Heart of Jesus around eight P.M.?‖ 
―Um, yes?‖ 
―Excellent. Also, if it‘s not too much trouble, please prepare a eulogy.‖ ―Um,‖ I 
said. ―I love you,‖ he said. 
―And I you,‖ I answered. Then the phone clicked off. 
―Um,‖ I said. ―I have to go to Support Group at eight tonight. Emergency session.‖ My 
mom muted the TV. ―Is everything okay?‖ I looked at her for a second, my eyebrows raised. 
―I assume that‘s a rhetorical question.‖ 
―But why would there—‖ 
―Because Gus needs me for some reason. It‘s fine. I can drive.‖ I fiddled with the BiPAP 
so Mom would help me take it off, but she didn‘t. ―Hazel,‖ she said, ―your dad and I feel like 
we hardly even see you anymore.‖ 
―Particularly those of us who work all week,‖ Dad said. 
―He needs me,‖ I said, finally unfastening the BiPAP myself. 
“We need you, too, kiddo,” my dad said. He took hold of my wrist, like I was a two- 
year-old about to dart out into the street, and gripped it. 
“Well, get a terminal disease, Dad, and then I’ll stay home more.” ―Hazel,‖ my mom 
said. 
―You were the one who didn‘t want me to be a homebody,‖ I said to her. Dad was still 
clutching my arm. ―And now you want him to go ahead and die so I‘ll be back here chained to 
this place, letting you take care of me like I always used to. But I don‘t need it, Mom. I don‘t 
need you like I used to. You‟re the one who needs to get a life.‖ 
―Hazel!‖ Dad said, squeezing harder. 
―Apologize to your mother.‖ I was tugging at my arm but he wouldn‘t let go, and I 
couldn‘t get my cannula on with only one hand. It was infuriating. All I wanted was an old- 
fashioned Teenager Walkout, wherein I stomp out of the room and slam the door to my 
bedroom and turn up The Hectic Glow and furiously write a eulogy. But I couldn‘t because I 
couldn‘t freaking breathe. 
―The cannula,‖ I whined. 
―I need it.‖My dad immediately let go and rushed to connect me to the oxygen. I could 
see the guilt in his eyes, but he was still angry. 
―Hazel, apologize to your mother.‖ 
―Fine, I‘m sorry, just please let me do this.‖ 
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